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PROLOGUE. 



^T^HOUGH ivild our theme, the grave hiftoriatC s pagi 

Hath fanSlify^ d the tale through ev'ry age* 
Who hath not heard of j§rgo fent from Greece ^ 
Of JafoTi s labours for the golden fleece^ 
Ana fond Medea s ill-requited aid 
^o thatfalfe hero^ *who his 'vouus betrayed? 
In e*v^ry clime, luhere learned Mufes reign, 
^hejlage hath knonun Medea* s mournftd ftrain ; 
Hath gi<v*n the flying car, and magic rod 
97? her, th* a'vo'iud defendant of a god, 

^he forms of trouble, <which afllid the greatp 
^each pri<vdte life to prixe its tranquil fate* 
^hat truth the moral of our fable Jhonus 
T'oo «well infcenes of unexampled ijuoes. 
Which here avill ravage an exalted breaft 
Of merit confcious, and fwitb Jhame oppreft ; 
Where love and fury, grief and madnefs join* d 
Overturn the flrudure of a godlike mind. 
Ponjo^r, viifdom, fcience, and her birth divine 
In vain to Jhield her from diftrefs combine : 
Nor vuifdom, pov3*r, nor fcience yield relief; 
Her potent viand can vanquijh all, but grief : 
In vain her voinged chariot fvueeps the air 
Tofbun that mightier for cerefs, defpair, 

The charaSers and pajjtons hence expreft 
Are, all fuhmitted to the feeling breaft \ 
Let ancient ft or J juftiff the rejU 
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A C T I. 

T^cznitr fieing Theano ad'vance from the Tent fit ^ Juno, 

THAT form divine, by all rcver'd and lov'd, 
Moves from the temple. On her pf nfive brow 
Sits holy care with gentlenefs and grace, 
Whofe placid beams humanity reveal. 
She ftops contemplating the fea. Theano— 
"Why with that mufing afpeft tow'rd the main 
Standft thou req^ardlels of thy brother's voice ? 

Thea. Imperial Juno in an awful vifion 
This morn prefenttd to my wondring fight 
The fhapes of llrangers by diflrefs purfu'd; 
Whom to the refuge of this holy place 
I muit receive obedient to her charge : 
And lo! a veficl turns her haft*ning pi;ow 
To Corinth's liaibour. 

Lye, Ten well-meafur'd ftrokes 
Of her fwift oars will reach the fliore- below :' 
But heaj* my errand. Creon knows, thy altar 

A 3 Unclad' 



^ MEDEA. 

Unclad with garlands ftill proclaims thy firmnefs 
Againft his daughter's marriage; then prepare 
Thy hallow'd eye to meet his threatening brow ; 
Fence thy chafte ear againft his impious vaunts. 
Which urge th* example of Almighty Jove 
For his own third of empire. 

Thea. Say to Creon, 
Kings fhould afpire to imitate the Gods 
Not in their pow*r, but goodnefs; human virtuei 
More nigh to Heav'n's perfection may be rais'd, 
Than human grandeur: Jove derides the toil 
Of mortal pow'r, but fmilcs on righteous deeds. 

Lye. Thus would I fpeak^ Theano, could my words 
And thoughts be tun'd in harmony like thine ; 
But danger breaks that union in a palace, 
And drains the tongue to difcord with the heart : 
Then pacify thy goddefs, when the king 
Exadts my fervice, if difcretio^i wears 
A mafk of duty ; kindly thou impute 
Blame to my ftation, and abfolve Lycander. 

But look; yon veffel hath difcharg*d its train. 
Who climb the hill with aged ilcps and flow. 

Nay turn thy eyes; a fecond troop of ftrangers 
March through the city. Sable is their garb. 
Their mien dejedled. This demands my care. 
Farewel. {Exit* 

Enter Colchians. 

Thea, What forms are thefe ? All-potent goddefs ! 
I feel thee now ; my vifion is accomplifh*d. 

Firft Cole, O thou, who feem'ft the guardian of thefe 
fhades. 
Which from the Iflhmus flicw their tow'ring growth. 
The failor's guide through Corinth's double main ; 
Permit an humble ftrangcr to enquire. 
What pow'r is worlhip'd here. 

Tbea, The very garb! 
The figures painted in my recent vifion ! {JJlde* 

Thy feet, O ftiangcr, fland on facred earth. 

Thefe 
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Trhefe (hades enclofe the venerable fane 

drafted there to hymeneal Juno, 

^hofe prefence guards the citadel of Corinth. 

Firft Ctf/f.Then let us lift our fuppliant voice unblam'd^ 
That in the refuge of this hallow'd grove 
Our exird feet may reft. 

Thea, Your fuit is granted. 
So wills the pow'r inhabiting that temple. 
And fay, ye favoured of connubial Juno, 
What are your names and country ? 

Firft Cole. From the banks 
Of diftant Phafis, and the Euxin wave. 
Loft to our native manfions, are we come 
ni-euided Colchians to the walls of Corinth. 
On Icing feces' daughter we attend. 
That boaft of Afia, to the Sun ally'd. 
To Hecate and Circe, more illuftrious 
In her own virtues, for her wjfdom known 
Through ev'ry clime, the all-endow'd Medea. 

Thea. Where is your princefs ? 

Firft Cole, In that anchored bark. 
Which to your haven from lolcos faii'd; 
Where on his fpecious embafTy to Creon 
Her hun>and left her on a lonely pillowr 
At length impatient of his tedious abfence 
She-and her fons have brav'd th'unfpariftg deep. 

Tbea. Yet more unfparing, than the" deep, is man* 
So will this daughter of afflidion find. 
When her fad feet are planted on this Ihorer 

Firft Cole. How fwift are evil tidings ! While our keel 
But liglrtly touch'd that well-frequenced ftrand. 
We heard, th' ungrateful Jafon would divorce her 
This day to wed the daughter of your monarch. 

Thea, If heav'n prevent not. Through the folemn fhade 
Direft thy view. That high-rais'd altar note 
Clofe hy the fountain. Thither lead your princefs. 
This is a refuge, which no regal pride 
High-fwol'n with pow'r, nor multitude inflam'd 
By madding difcord, nor invader's rapine 
Have e'er profan'd. Return. Yon palac« Opens. 

A 4 Na 
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No friend of yours approaches. It is Creon. 
Thou too be prcfcnt, goddefs, and illumine 
The earth-born darknefs of thy fervant's mind. 

[Exeunt ColcBtanu 
Enter Creon. 

Creon, Why do they paint Medea's woes to me ? 
A king fhould lift his fteady front on high. 
And, while he gazes on the radiant throne. 
Where bright ambition fits, amid the ftars. 
The hopes, the fears, the miferies of others 
PaA by unheeded in his contemplation. 

Art thou come forth with thofe ill-omen 'd looks 
To blaft the public feflival ? 

Thea, Howl, howl. 
Deluded city ; banifh from thy dwellings 
The genial banquet ; fill thy ftreets with iliourners 
To celebrate in notes of lamentation 
A nuptial day offenfive to the gods, 

Creon, Tnink'ft thou, thy prieftly office can avail 
To counteract the high defigns of kings ? 
Go and with bridal chaplets deck fhy altar, 
Lett thou provoke me to confound thy pride 
Elate with wreaths of fanftity in vain. 

Thea, .Not that the holy fillet binds my temples. 
Not, that before the altar I prefent 
The public viftim, or a nation's vows 
By me are ulher'd to th' eternal thrones. 
Misjudging monarch, is- my heart elate ; 
It is, that virtue owns me for her fcrvunt. 
Benevolence and pity guide my will, 
JR^eneficence and charity my deeds. 
Ev'n now, though deem'd importunate and proud. 
My foul bows down in he^vinefs for Creon, 
And at his danger fighsin mournful warnings. 

Cre^n, Repeat thy warnings to the coward's car. 
My danger ? 

Thea, From that goddefs, who infpir'd 
The Cdlchian princefs to defert her father. 
To aid the Grecian heroes, and rcflore 

Our 
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Enfer Lycander. 

Creon, Where haft thou loiter'd to conceal th' arrival 
Of this accurft enchantrefs, and thepurpofe 
Of thy rebellious filler to proteft her? 

Lye, My lord, thefe tidings are to me unknown ; 
But further news of high import I bear, 
lolchian ^fon, Jafon's royal fire. 
Advancing now anticipates this notice. 

Enter ^fon icith TheJfaUans in mourning, 

Creon. Thrice hail ! my double brother. Do I owe 
Thy timely prefence to our ancient friendfiiip. 
Or to th'alarm, Medea's flight might raife. 
Who fcarce precedes thy fortunate appearance ? 

My fudden joy o'erlook'd that dufky robe. 

jE/. It fuits my fortune. Heavy with afflidlion^ 
My weary feet are baniih'd from lolcos. 
How my fell brother, Pclias, that ufurper 
Of my paternal fway was foiled and flain. 
Thou know'ft. His fon retreated into Thrace ^ 
Whence he hath poured a favage hoft of ruffian* 
With unexpeded inroad, and fo rapid. 
That inftant flight alone preferv'd thy friend. 
Thy fuppliant now for aid. 

Creon: Difmifs thy cares.. 
Soon fliall thy warlike fon difplay his banners. 
Extend my frontier, and recover thine. 
More of tliy fortunes ftialt thou tell hereafter ;. 
But give to gladnefs this felefted day 
Of Jafon's nuptials. 

jEj: Nobly thou reliev'fl " 
A king's diftrefs. Now fatisfy the parents 
Lead me to Jafon. 

Creon. Follow to my palace. 

Lye, He is not there. 

Creon, What fay'ft thou ? 

Lye, On the fands 
Alone with melancholy pace he treads. 
As I but now defcry'd him from this rock.. 
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MEDEA. SI 

Mf, With melancholy pace ? 

Creon* His promife binds him 
This very morning to efpoufe Creiifa. 

Mf, Perhaps with frefli calamity o'erworn, 
I doubt too much ; yet hear me.- 

Qreon, Thy appearance 
Removes all doubts. Lycander, find the prince. 
Say, who is come to celebrate his nuptials. 

JEf. [to Ljcafufer] Is he a ftranger to Medea's land- 
ing ? 

Lye. I truft, he is. 

JE/, They muft not meet. 

Creott. Lycander, 
See, thou prevent it. Send Thcano to us ; 
And let her brine obedience : elfe her fault 
Shall on thy head be punilh'd. , [Exit Ljc* 

. ^f. Should my foa 
Once fee Medea I 

Creon. Can her looks annul 
A league like ours ? 

^f. Alas \ thou little know'ft her. 
Her eyes furpafles that refulgent ftar. 
Which firfl adorns the evening ; and her talents 
Exceed her beauty. * Like the forked thunder 
*- She wields refiftlefs arguments ; her words 
* With more, than lightning's fubtlety, are wing'd-* 

Creon, Why art thou ftartled? 

^/. She is there— afl ending ;• 
My fight acquainted with her haughty fteps 
Shrinks, ere they touch the fummit of this hill. 

Ci-eon* Which is the far-fam'd forcerefs of Colchis I 

jE/. Too well diftinguilh'd by her ftately port. 
And elevation o'er that weeping train. 
She tow'rs a genuine oft'-fpring of the gods. 
Rage on her brow, and anguilh in her eye 
Denounce the growing temped of her mind. 

Creon. Now, god of waters, fince thy partial hand 
Thruds this barbarian outcaft on my ihores. 
Back to thy floods the fugitive 1 fparn. 

jEf. JVhat means my royal friend ? Retire* Avoid 
This forjQuddbl^ woman, who may wound 

A 6 Ottir 
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Our dignity. I know her foaring mind, 
Whicft all enlightenM with fubliraeft knowledge 
Difdains the ftate and majefty of kings. 
Nor ranks with lefs, than deity itfelh 

Creon, Curfe on her beauty, and majeilic mien ! 
But let the rumor of her pow*r be true; 
The Sun, -her boafted anrctor, may .arm 
Her hand with -fire ; let Hecate and Circe, 
The goddcffes of fpells, and black enchantn cits. 
Attend her ileps, and cloath her feet in teripr : 
We have our fiends ; the forcerefs (hall find. 
That grief, defpair, diftra6tion wait our nod 
To wring her heart through all her magic f;uards, 

JF/f/tfr Medea, her t^wo childnn^ Colchiafts snd Phaeacians, 

Med. No more, I charge you. NoWe minds opprei^'A 
By injuries difdain the found of comfort. 

Ye fiends and furies wont to leave your flames^ 
At my command, and tremble at my charms. 
Now, now afcend and aid Medea's rage. 
Give me the voice di thunder to refound 
My indignaticji o*er the earth and'heav'ns j 
That I, who draw my lineage from the Sun, 
Am fall'n below • the 'bafcft l^t of flaves : 
That anguifh, want, defpair, contempt and fhame 
Are heap*d together by the hands of fete, 
Whelm'd in one mafs oi ruin on my head. 
And da(h my ftruggling virtue to the groundr 

^irft Cok, Why to our faithful counfcls art thou deaf f^ 

Med, 'C^nttthou by counlel waftmy exird feet 
To my 1<ift parents > my forfsdcen friends. 
And native palace ?— "Oh \ I gave him at! ; 
To him my virgin bofom I rc^n'd, - 
For him the regal marifion of my father. 
The lov*d companions of my youth defcrted ; 
From foul defeat, from fhame, from death 1 fav'd him : 
What more could woman ? — Yet he weds another. 
Me he ab«Judons^ -auS thefe «he|ple& 'inffaivts 

'Forlorn, 
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forlorn, unfii^lter'd in a foreign clime, 
To ev'ry outrage, ev'ry want expos'd. 

' Blail his perfidious head, vindidiive lightnings i 

* Unhappy woman ! canft thou in the height 

* Of thy defpair, thy rage and indignation, 

' Canft thou purfue him with a heavier curfe, 

' Than to be plung'd in woes, which «qual thine ?* 

Firfi Cole, Though ftung with jud rcfentment, dua^: 
regard 
Pay ta my age, fidelity and fervice. 
A long and painful traverfe from lolcos 
Haft thou endur'd, nor* fince thy landing here 
The needftil fuccour known of reft, or food* 

Med, Talk not to me of nonrifhment and reft. 
Food to thefe lips, and ftumber to thefe eyes 
Muft ever now be ft^angers. 

Firfi Cole, By the beams 
Of thy forefather never will I fee 
Thy wiidbm bound in vaftalage to pafiion. 
Once more- J warn thee, princefs, to thy refuge,. 
This is the confecrated bow*r of Juno. 
Thou underneath the hofpi cable fhade 
Sit fupplianc down. 

Mfd, Improvident Medea ! 
' To raife another fr«m deftruAion's depths,- 
To wealth, to glory raife him, yet thyfelf 
Leave deftitute and fuppliant! Oh ! what art thon^ 
Whom blinded men unerring wifdom call f 
Thou couldfb not pierce the thin> the airy veil. 
Which from my eyes conceal'd the paths of danger ; 
Nor canft thou now repel ^th' increafingftorm- 
Of rapid ang6i(h^ which o'ertums my peace :. 
Down to the endlefs gloom of dreary night ; 
Hence, let me drive thee from my inm6ft foul. 
That nothing calin may hover nigh my heart ' 
To cool its pain, and faye me from diftradtion. ['Exit. 

* A Cole. Come on, ye fof t companions in affliction/ 
' Melodious daughtej!S of Fhasaxsia'^ ifle ; 

* In ftrains alternated let us chaunt our grief: 

* ^^eidi^ps our miftrefs we may charm to reft. 

' A Fbaa. 
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* A Phaa. O muiic, fweet artificer of pleafure^ 

* Why is thy fcience exercis'd alone 
' In feflivals, on hymeneal days, 

' And in the full alTemblies of the happy ? 

* Ah ! how much rather ihould we court thy (kill 

* In forrow's gloomy feaibn, tadift'ufe 

* Thy fmooth allurements through the languid ear 
' Of felf-devou/d afUidion, and delude 

' The wretched from their fadnefs. 
' J Cole. Let us melt 

* In tuneful accents flowing to our woes ;, 
' That fo Medea may at lead refledl, 

* She^is not fmgly wretched. Let her hear 

* Our elegies, whofe meafur'd moan records 

' Our friends forfaken, and our country loll v 
' 7 hat Ihe no longer to her fole diftrefs 
' Her deep-revolving fpirit may confine, 

* But by our forrows may relieve her own. 

' Firft part of the mufic. [lambiciJ^ 

' A Cole, Ye (lately battlements and tow'rs^ 

* Imperial Corinth's proud defence j 

* Thou citadel, whole dewy top 

' The clouds in fleecy mantles fold, 

* Projcfting o'er the briny foam 

* An awful (hadow, where the might 

* Of Neptune urges either fliore, 
'And this contraded illhmus forms :. 

* Ah ! why your glories to admire 

* Do we repining Colchians fland, 

* Ill-faicd ftrangers! on the banks 
' Of filver-waier'd Phafis born.. 

' [TrocbuU^.Y 

* A Pkra. Pride of art, majeflic columns, 
• Which beneath the facred weight 

* Of that god*s refulgent manfion 

' Lift your flowViafcu]piur*d heads ; 

* Oh ! ye marble-channcird fountoias, 

* Which the fwarming city cool^ 

« And, 
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* And, as art direfts your murmurs^ 

* Warble your obedient rills : 

* You our eyes obfcur'd by forrow 

* View unconfcious of your grace^^ 

* Mourning fHll our loft Phaeacia^ 
' Long-remembcr'd native ifle.. 

' A Phaa, O that on fam'd Peneus' banka 

* The nymphs of Pelion had bcmoan'd 

* Their fhady haunts to afties turned 

* By heav'n's red anger ! hateful pines, 

* Which form'd thy wcll-compa£led fides,. 

* O Argo fatal to our peace. 

* Thou never then through Adria's wave 

* Hadft reach'd Phaeacia's blifsful (hore,. 

* Nor good Akinous the hand 
*■ Of Jafon with Medea join'd,. 

* Nor fent us weeping from our homes, 
'. Her luckiefs train,, to (hare her grief. 

* Second Part. [Trochaics*!^^ 

*■ A Fbaa. Known recedes, where the echoes 
' Through the hollow-winding vaie, 

* And the hill's retentive caverns 

* Tuo'd their voices from our fongs f 

* Shade-encircled^ verdant levels, 

* Where the downy turf might charnt 

* Weary feet to joyous dances 

* Mix'd with madrigals and pipes t 
' O ye un forgotten pleafures, 

* Pleafures of our tender youth,, 

* You. we never (hall revifit, 

* Ill-exchang'd for fcenes of woe. 

* A Cole. From the polifti'd realms of Greece^ 

* Where the arts and mufes reign, 

* Truth and juftice are expell'd. 

* Here from palaces and tow'rs 

* Snowy- veftcd faith is fled ; 

* While beneath the (hining rooft 

* Falihood ftalks in golden robes^ 

• Dreary 
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* Dreary Caocafus ! again 

* Take us to thy frozen breaft ;. 

* Let us ihu'er on thy ridge, 

* Evcr-during pile of ice 

' Gathered from the birth of time? 

* J Phaa, Cheering breeze with {portive pinioa^^ 

* Gliding o'er the crifped main, 
'' With oar treiTes thoa (halt wanton 

'On our native fands no more. 
*' Fountains, whofe melodious waters,. 

* Cooling our Phaeacian grots, 

* Oft our eyes to fweeteft flumber 

' With their lulling falls he^uil'd ; 

* We have chang'd your foothmg warble * 

' For the doleful moan of woe, 

* And our peaceful mofs deferting 

* Found a pillow thorn'd with x:axe.. [Exeunt. 
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IvL^on ad'vancing from the end of the ftage, Theano Mr one 
Jide, Medea in the groove, 

Thea. ' 1"^ H E princdy fteps of Jafon are in fight. 

X He fcarce conje£lures, that th* indignant', 
bread 
Of her, he injures, pours from yonder (hades 
Its high-ton'd anguim. Yet, illuiirious falfe one, . 
What flinging thoughts diftort thy manly frame ! 
How have thy.geftures loft their wonted grace 
In this keen ftruggle with upbraiding confcience ! : 
Thou foon before that inward judge arraigned 
Shalt hear me plead thy wrong'd Medea's caufe. 
• This is the crifis Too complacerft hero, , 

• By pride untutor'd, though milled by error, 

* Thou wilt be calm and gentle to rebuke.* 
Jaf PrefsM by a father's abfolute decree,. 

Solicited by Corinth's potent lord, 

Aw'd 
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Aw'd with the fpecious found of public good^ 
I have confented, and the hour is nigh. 
Oh ! in ibme future hour of fad refledion 
May not my heart with felf-reproach confefs. 
This plea of public welfefe was ambition ; 
And filial duty was a feeble tie 
To authorife the breach of facred vows. 

Med, \tn the gro've,'\ Ungrateful Jafon t 

Jaf^ Whence proceeds this voice ? 

Med. \tn the grove J\ O iirc of light, thou fecft my 
. wrongs* 

Jaf, Again? 
Imagination pregnant with remorfe 
In founds unres^l yields its l>ifth of terror. 

Med. {in the grove.} Ye Arbiter* of oiths^ and plight* 
ed faith, 
O Jove and Themis, hear ! 

ya/. It is a voice I 
Refembling hers, when (he alas ! is far ; 
No mockery of fancy. [Leans againfi ihefcem. 

Thea. [advancing, "] On his cheek 
HesUch ieems to wither. O'er his Ihaded iight 
The fliiv'ring eye-lids clofe. A creeping tremor 
O'crfjpreads'his ^in^ lips, and dewy limbs. 
Blefs'd be thefe fignals of returning virtue. 

Hail ! prince. Why .ftand'ft thou lift'ning ? What, 
alarms thee ^ 

ya/* An awful murmur from offended heav'n 
Through yonder branches iffu'd in a-voice, 
Which chiJl'd my fpirit, and unnerv'd my ftrength. 

Thea, What didft thou hear ? 

ya/, Medea's well-known accents 
Thrice did the vocal prodigy repeat. 
Though feas divide her from thefe faithlefs arms. 

Thea. There is no need of prodigy. Mere nature 
In thy own breaft will ftartle, when thou know'll. 
It was Medea's felf, who call'd on Jafon. 

yn/. Herfelff 

Thea. The injured daughter of -^ete». 
But newly^wafted from Theflalia*s ihore. 
Thou Tnay'ft difcover through thofe parting boughs ; 

WherCL 
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Where fhe is feated near the fountain's brink 
With her pale cheek reclining on the altar. 

Ja/. [looking on the groove.] Stern deities of vengeanci# 
and of juftice! 
Now pafs your fentencc, Nemefis and Themis I 
My ill-wrought web of hated life unravel. 
Which was not wove for happinefs. 
nea. Be patient. 

Jaf, Peculiar woes through cy*ry ilage of being 
Were Jafon's portion. Early I beheld 
My father's crown ufurp'd. My youth fubje^ked 
To an infidious tyrant was devoted 
A facrifice in Colchis — So he hop'd. 
And I wifti now ! — I triumph'd — Glory follow'd. 
The fource of new calamity to me. 
Where is that glory ? Serving felfifh kings. 
Abetting fallhood, perjury and fraud. 

nea. Turn thy attention from thy own diftreis> 
To feel, what others fufFer by thy frailty,. 
Thy wife and oiF-fpring. Liften* 
Jaf. I obey. 

TJbea. How could'H thou lead this all-excelliag 
princefs 
From clime to clime, th' aflbciate in thy toils. 
To fall the viftim in a foreign land 
Of thofc unrighteous ftatutes, which appoint 
Imperious hufbands mafters of divorce ; 
How think, th' eitabliili'd praftice of the Greeks^ 
Or all, which varnilh'd policy might plead. 
Could e'er abfolve thee from a folemn tie 
With fuch uncommon obligations bound 
By thofe fuperior, thofe unwritten laws,. 
Which honour whifpers ta the confcious heart I 
Jaf, O venerable woman, lend thy aid. 
^thea. Atone thy fault. Repentance is heroic. 
And holds its rank among the manly virtues. 

Jaf, Yes, I renounce Creufa, and her kingdom* 
Yet fee this breaft with new-born terror beat. 
Not all my trials through unnumber'd dangers 
from monftcrs, , famine, from the raging deep,. 
And dark-brow'd care have fo confirm'd my couragcy 

Bat 
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But that I tremble at th' impending conflift. 

* I dread th^t fcorn and fury, who^ cxcefs 

' May kill repentance^ and provoke deilrut^on.' 

Enter Lycander. 

Lye, The king, Theano, fummons thee before him.. 

Tbea. What time ? 

Lye. This inftant. 

Tbea. I obey his pleafure. 

Ja/, Thou wilt not leave me. 

Tbea. Thou haft heard this fummons. 
Heed my laft words. Mainuin thy juft refolvei . 
Lycander, let thy condud leave no room 
For my reproaches^ and the wrath of Juno. 

Lye. Fear not ; thy counfels fhall be treafur'd here. 

{Exit Theaw* 
' I (ee a fudden change. My fingle charge 
' I will deliver, and forbear enquiry.' 

Long have I fought thee, prince. The royal ^fon 
Is now in Corinth, and will K>on accod thee. 

ya/. My father here ? Why, multiply dillrefs. 
Accumulate perplexity and fhame 
On my devoted head, ye righteous powers ! 

Lye. Prince, he is near; and I rei;^rn to Creon. 

[Exit. 

Enter uEfon. 

Jaf, Amaz'd, diftraded, tortur'd, I retain 
My veneration here. O facred head. 
What from thy peaceful habitation calls 
Thy filver hairs to thefe abodes of woe ? 
Or com'ft thou wrapt in fable to lament 
Our mutual errors, and di(honour'd names ? 

^f. Why I am here, why bearing this apparel> 
Too foon will Jafon know. But firft reply; 
Why on the fea*s wafte margin was my ion 
Obferv^d to trace his folitary path ; 
When Corinth paufes in her general gladnefs. 
Her choral fongs and^minftrelfy fufpending 
For Jafon's ab^nce ? 
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Jaf, Better flic (hould wait, ' 

"Whole ages wait, than juflice be fufpendecT, 
And the return of honour be unwelcom'd. 

^f. Can I interpret theie myfterious words ? 

Jaj\ Hall thou not heard, my father, that Medea; 
Weeps in that bowV, invoking Jove and Themis 
To witnefs what returns flie meets from Jafon ? 

^J. What moft 1 dreaded. I'hen my aged limbs 
Muft wear thefe garments ftill unchanged, thy country*. 
Thy friends, thy father's houfe unceafing mourn. 
The woes of exile more fevere, than time-,,. 
Indent the furrows deeper on thefe brows. 

Jaf, The woes of exile ? 

^fn Yes, the race of Pelias 
Force me to Corinth. Young Acaftus reigns*. 
The gen'rous Creon promifes his aid ?• 
That aid will Jafbn cruelly prohibit? 

Jaf, Then we begin to reap the bitter harveH 
From feeds, which ^Ififli jpolicy had fown. 
When I was liurry'd to thefe fatal walls. 
And, gaird with jealous fear^ Medea l«ft thee ;: 
Heav'n in that period from the roll of fortune 
Eras'd our titles, and the with'ring fcepter 
Shrunk, from thy grafp. 

JEf. Nay look not thus entranced. 
What draws thy eye ? 

Jaf. She rifes from the grove, 
A Sun disfigur'd by a mift of forrow 
Rais'd from our crime. Awake thee — What remains^ 
But that we fall before our known proteclrefs, 
Confefling both in Jove's offended fight, 
How much of weak inconrtancyhath flaia'd. 
My name of hero, what ignoble guile. 
Difgrac'd thy regal head } 

jEf. And who mufl fave lolcos ? 
'Jaj, She. Medea's gen'rous wifdom. 
Which in itfelf contains the Itrength of armies,, 
And queird old Pelias, can dethrone the fon. 

Mf, What frenzy guides thee ? Follow m& to Crcoir., 
^^aj\ Reft thou with roe. . 
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jEf. Inhuman ! doil thou covet 
To fee my age and dignity revil'd ? 
I charge ihee, follow. 

"Jaf. Riveted, I wait. 
As if congenial with this rock I grew 
From its foundations, till Medea come. 

JEf. Revolter ! (he is coming — But my eye 
Shall not be far. Remember, thou dofl hazard 
Thy country's love, perhaps thy father's too. \Exit. 

Enttr Medea, Colchians tmd Phaeacians. 

^af How (hall I face her injur'd worth, how chu(e 
T'he moft aufpicious moment to accoft her ? 

Med, Why have I fcience to command the moon. 
To draw the fpirits from the realms of night. 
And trace the hidden jpow'rs of baneful nature ? 
Why am I wife, unle(s to feel my forrows 
With (harper fenfibility, and prove. 
How weak is wifdom ftruggling with defpair ? 

Firft Cote, Its fuccour yet folicit. Wifdom fmooths 
Each thorny path, and Virtue is her fifter. 

Med, Old man, be filent. Hath Medea's grief 
The Icifure no.v to hear thy moral tale ? 
No, let me loath my being, * curfe the Sun, 
, ■• My bright forefather,' and upbraid the heav'ns. 
That I was ever born. I will exclaim ; 
I will demand, ye unrelenting pow*rs. 
Why your injuftice terrifies the earth 
With fuch an image of diflrefs, as mine. 

Jaf, This interview I fee in all its terrors ; 
But further paufe will turn fufpence to madacfs. 
Medea — I am come . . ^ . 
Af(f</. And dar'fl thou come 
with that unmatched ingratitude and faI(hood 
To face the conftant worth, thou now betray '11 ? 
Jaf, I come to lay my errors in thy view. 
Med, No, to my view difplay Creiifa's beauty ; 
Dwell on her merit, who excels Medea. 

Jaf The deity pre(iding o'er that temple 
I call to witnefsi that my father's pleafure « « « . 

I Med. 
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Med, And doll thou urge thy father, thou perfidious ? 
Thy father ! Oh ! that I had been thus wife. 
And ne'er forgot the duty of a child. 

Thy father gave thee a precarious being. 
In its firfl flight of glory dooro'd to fall 
Frefh in its prime a vi&im to oblivion. 
Had not I fav'd and borne thee to renown. 

"Jaf, Jafon's life and glory are thy gifts. 

Med, I gave thee too my love, my virgin love. 
My friends, my country, my unfpotted fame. 
My joy, my peace, all, all on thee beftow'd ; 
What could a father more ? Him too my pow'r 
Snatch'd'from oppreffion, and his treach'rous brother, 
Ufurping Pelias flew, that cruel Pelias, 
Who on thy youth impos'd the dang'rous toil. 
Whence I preferv'd thee — But, my wrath, be flill. 
Inconflant, bafe alike, both fon and lire 
Deferve my fcorn. 

Jaf, Shall contumelious harflinefs 
Blot thofe perfeftions from the fun deriv'd. 
And not one moment to thy wifdom yield. 
That thou may'ft hear me ? 

Med, No, thou moft ingrate 
Of all, who e'er forgot their benefaftors. 
When the fam'd Argo fraught with Grecian princes 
Pierc'd with its beak the fandy verge of Phafis, 
What daring hand, but mine, their trophies rais'd? 
The golden fleece amid th' enchanted grove 
Had hung untouch'd beflde its fcaly guardian ; 
Wild dogs and vultures had devour'd your limbs ; 
Your bones had whiten'd on the Colchian flrand. 
I fearlefs ftept between the narrow bounds. 
Which parted your devoted lives from fate. 
With myftic fpells entranc'd the fleeplefs dragon. 
Bent to the yoke the brazen-footed bulls. 
And gave you fafety, viftory and fame. 

^af, I own thy merits ; and the deep remembrance . . • 

Med. For ever be detefted that remembrance. 
Curs'd be the ikill, which fram'd your fatal bark, 
Accurs'd the gale, which fill'd her fpreading canvas ; 
But doubly curs'd the hour, the hour of ruin, 

Whctt 
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When firil I viewed that fmiliiijg; treacherous form. 
And fondly trufted to the fair deiuiion. 

* O that amid the terrors of enchantment, 

* When for thy fake profoundefl hell was openM, 

* Some fiend had whirl'd me to the defart pole ; 
^ Or that theL earth dividing with my charms 

* Low, as her central cavern, had entomb'd me.* 
ya/l I feel thy anguiih, daughter of i£etes. 

Which would overwhelm me, had I lefs tooifer. 
Than my repentant heart. 

Me J. Thy perjur'd heart 
Foul with ingratitude and guilt. A vaunt. 
And give it thy Creiifa ; I defpife thee. 

y^. Think, who I am. Though criminal I (land 
And mourn my fault, forget not, I am Jafon 
By fame in brightefl chara^ers recorded. 
Deferving thy reproaches, I endur'd them ; 
But fure the lufbe of my name is proof 
Againft contempt. 

Me^. The recompence of falfhood. 

Ja/, Hold, I conjure thee ! — Nay, I will be heard. 
When firft I fail'd for Corinth, all my purpofe 
Was to eilabli(h by a league with Creon 
Th* unliable throne of Theflaly, fince crufh'd . 
By fierce Acadus. iEfon's ibi£l injundlion 
To wed Creiifa followed my arrival ; 
When thou wert diftant from my fight, and Creon 
Would grant his friendfhip 

Med. But by thy difgrace. 

yaf. Impatient woman 1 

Me<i. Could a king's proteAion 
Be rank'd with mine, thou weakly-perjur'd man ? 

ya/l Thou (halt not flop me by th' immortal gods ! 
I will proceed — * Intemp'rate paffion ftifles 

* Her breathlefs voice — Oh ! majefty ! Oh ! wifdom ! 

* Oh ! features once divine ! how long Ihall rage 

* De^oil your grace ?' No other form of beauty. 
No qualities, or talents to thy own 

Have I preferred. By empire's glaring bubble. 
By policy's enfnaring voice mifled. 
Or by jxuftaken duty to a parent, 

I fwerv'd 
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I fwerv'd from facred faith. At thy apprdach 
Light flaihes through my error ; to thy feet 
Contrition brings me, no igaoble foppliant : 
The fcourge of tyjants, vanquiiher or monflerB, 
Thy inftrument of glory, now moft glorious. 
That he fubdues himfelf, implores thy pardon. 

Oh! unadvis'd !— Obdurate !— While 1 foe. 
Thy unforgiving brow returns difdaim 
Think of diy children ! 

MeJ. Traitor, dar'fl thou name them ? 

Ja/, Beware ; deftruftion with a humerus (peed 
Purfues us both. Inextricable fnares 
Are fpreading round us— Ha ! be calm— ^Provok« 
111 fate no farther— Weigh in wifdom's balance 
The pow'rfiU obligations, which aflail'd me. 

Mi^, Can they be wcigk'd with conqueft, life and 
fame. 
The vaft profufion of my bounty on thee. 
Thou weak, thou blind, infcnfible and bafe f 
No, my fuperior foul (haJI ftoop no more. 
Though once from foul defeat and death I fav'd thee, 
I will not raife thee from thy grov'ling falihood. 
Let fortune's whole malignity purfue me, '' 

I and my children wretched, as we may be, 
Outcaft, derided by the barb'rous herd, 
Spurn'd by th' unpitying proud, with grim dcf})air. 
With beggary and famine our companions 
Will wander through tU* inhofpitable world. 
Nor ev'n'amidft our complicated woes 
E'er think of thee, perfidious, but with fcorn. 

l^Exeunt Medea, Cclchiam and Phaacians, 

Enter -ZEfoh, 

Jaf, Then let the temped roar, tyrannic womaiv. 
The billows rife in mountains o'er thy head. 

^f. Well thou hail feen her ; while thy father's eye 
Ach'd at the low fubmiffion of a hero. 
Who with unmollify'd difdain was fpurn'd. 
Say will my gentle fon perfift to court 
The fellowihip of fury, and abide 

The 
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The acrimonious taunt, the (ettled frown. 
The ftill-rcnew'd upbraiding ? Will my Jafoa 
For this to deathlefs obloquy abandon 
His name of hero, while his arm rejeds 
A profFer'd aid to reinftatc his father. 
Redeem his country, and refreih his laurels 
With want of adion fading ? 

Jaf. There, O Mars, 
Thou doft provide a banquet for defpair. 

jEf, No, for thy valour. Ton, a feaft of glory. 
Come, leave this melancholy fpot. Return 
With me to joy. 

'jaf. I go — but never more 
Speak to thy fon of joy. Mv foul foregoes 
All gentle thoughts. Its fad relief is horror 
From the grim pow'r*(|f homicide and ravage, 

O that this ev'ningjlighted by die ftars. 
And glimpfe of armour, I might turn my back 
On Corinth's bulwarks ; that the trumpet's clangor. 
The (hrill-mouth'd clarion, and the deep-ton'd horn. 
The groans of flaughter, and the cra(h of fpears 
Might blend their difcord for my nuptial fong. 

\Ex€unt. 

» Enter Cokhians iur^Phxacians/r^m the gre^e, hokin^ 
' on Jafon, as he quits the fiage, 

' [Solemn Recitati'veA 

• A Cole, Thou, who didftv yoke the brazen-footed 

• bulls, -Vjv 

* And fearlefs guide the adamantine plough, 

« Which Vulcan labour'd, o'er the direful foil 

* Sown with the ferpent's teeth, whencfe crefted helms^ 
' And fpears high-hrandifh'd by the earth-born race 

« For thy encounter pierc'd the crumbling mold ; 

* Thou conqueror, beware : more dang'rous foes 
' Doom'd to fubdue thee in that palace wait. 

' [Trochaics.J 

* A Pheea. Soft, allui'kig wiles are there 

* To fedttce thee from tlie paths 

* Trod by godlike fteps alone, 

B :• Padu 



'^^^r 



2$ • MEDEA. 

, Paths of virtue, paths of praife. 
Colchian monfters, fyren's fongs 

* Might thy mortal frame deftroy ; 

* Thefe will kill thy glorious name, 
' Matchlcfs Jafon, then beware. 

* [Solemn Recttati*ve^ 

* A Cole, Thou yet untainted hero. Ah ! refleft, 
' That keeneft forrow, poverty, or pain 

* Are light and gentle to the bitter ^arts 

* Thrice fteep'd m gall, which Nemefis direfls 

* Againll his.bofom, who by merit pafs'd 

* Once drew th' enchanting melody of praife, 

* Then forfeiting the fweet report of fame 

* O'er hk irrevocable lofs repines. 

' [Trochedcs.'^ 

* APh/ea, Shall the nymphs of T^mpe*s vale, 
' Who in rural lays record 

* Thy perfuafive love, that won 

* Kind Medea to thy aid, 

* Shall they change th* applauding ftrain;^ 

* Shall the difcord of reproach 

' Wound thy ear accuftom'd long 

« To the mufic of renown ? \Exeuntf 



ACT III. 

Enter Theano and the Firft Colchian. 

Flrft TT O P E in its bud vvas blailed by her anger^ 
Cole, XJL ^hea. Unhappy anger ! but her wrongs are 

• ^ great; 
Nor is my pity lefs. Inftru£t me, Colchian^ 
Was fhe not fam'd for hofpitable deeds ? 

Firft Cole, Oft hath Jier known benignity prefery'/d 
The Grecian Grangers on our barb'rous coaft. 

^hea» Yet now a Grecian prince denies her ihelter. 
Well, introduce me to her. 

Firft Cole. Reftlefs anguifh 

- WiU 
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"Will fbon tranfport her hither. Look, (he comes. 
H^e let us watch fome interval of calmnefs. 

Thea. Are thofe her children ? 

Firft Cole, Yes, from Jafon fprung. 

Tbea. They too with intermingling tears enhance 
The piteous Icene. Thou fair and ffately tree. 
Who once fo.proudly didft o'ertop the foreft. 
What cruel hand dcfpoils thee of thy honours ? 
Now doll thou (how. as blafted by the lightning. 
With all thy tender branches with'ring round. 

Enter Medea, her two Children, Colchians and 
Phxacians. 

£A/<f/? Ci;iU. Why fly'ft thou from us? Wherefore 
dofl thou frown 
Whene'er we name, or a(k to fee our father ? 

MeJ, You have no father ! 

EUefl Child. When we left lolcos, 
Didft thou not tell us, he was here in. Corinth ? 
Now we have pafs'd the frightful fea, what hinders 
But we may find him ? 

Med. Never find him more 
To you a parent, or to me a hufband. 

EUeJi Child. Alas thou weep'ft. 

Med. You too muft learn to weep. 
Ye deftin'd wand'rers in the vale of mourning. 
Why do you lift your infant eyes to me ? 
Your helplefs mother cannot guard your childhood. 
Nor bid negleft and forrow ftand aloof. 

I once had parents — Ye endearing names I 
How my torn heart with recoUedion bleeds I 
You too perhaps o'erflow your aged cheeks. 
Rend from your heads the venerable fnow 
Oft, as your loft Medea is recalled. 
And for a haplefs offspring mourn like me. 

Firjl Cc/r. 'Heart-breaking forrow now fuccceds to 
^ rage. 

Turn, royal miftrefs ; fee the holy prieftefs. 

Med. Hail! moft humane. 

TbM* To Juno render praife. 

B i Med. 
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Medl She owes me refuge. Prompted firft by Juno» 
r left my native Phafis, and convey*a 
Back to her favoured clime the golden fleece. 
Thy part was all Humanity. 

Thea, Sage princefs. 
Hear me divulge the menaces of Creon 
To drive thee hence. Exped his prefence foon. 
Fear not his anger. Warranted by Juno, 
By my high function, by my nature more, 
I gave thee, I continue my protection. 
- Med, Turn to thefe infants thy benignant looks. 
Them to fecure from trouble and the terrors, 
\yhich gather clofely on the flops of time, 
\% all their mother's care ; at whofe entreaty 
, Oo th6u receive their innocence in charge : 
3ut leave Medea to her own protection. 

Eldeft Child. Our father long hath left us. By t^^ 
fide. 
And in thy bofom we had comfort ftill. 
Wilt fhou forfake us ? 

Med. We will meet again. 
Remove them from me. I can bear no longer 
To view thofe mirrors, which reflect the image 
Of my diflrefs, and multiply my pains. 

Thea^ Weep not, my children. 

Med, Hide their melting foftnefs ; 
Left they difiblve the vigor which muft fave them. 

\Med, continues ^weeptng. 

Thea, Come, lovely mourners, reft a while with me. 
Come and be praClic'd to repeat your vows 
For this moft wrong'd of mothers. You fliall lift 
Your blamelefs hands, fweet fupplicants,. fliall kneel 
To nuptial Juno, and torev'rend Themip, 
The arbitrefs of oaths> and plighted faith. 
The dove-like voice of your untainted age. 
Thus vifited by undeferv'd afflidtion. 
May win their guardian mercy ; * when the pray'rs 

* Of man, falfe man, grown reprobate by time, 

* With all the pomp of hecatombs would fail,' 

*^ [^Exf to the temple «witb tie children. 

3 Med. 
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Med, Are they withdrawn ? 

Firft Cole, They are. 

MeJ, Then, mighty fpirit. 
Once more at leaft thy majefly (hall blaze 
Such as thou wert amid th' enchanted wood; 
When thou didft fummon hell's reiudant pow'r3. 
And hell obeyM : when darkening from her car 
The moon defcended, and the knotted oak 
Bent with thy charms, which tamM the wakeful dragon. 
And fafety gave to demi-gods and heroes. 

Firft Cole. Behold the king. ^ 

Enttr Creon, Lycander and attendants^ 
Med: Why comes the king of Corinth 
To break upon my forrows, * and to vaunt, 

* That his mjuftrce is endu'd with pow'r 

* To grieve Medea V 

Creon, iTo debate, weak woman. 
Is thy known province ; to command is mine. 
Be feen no longer in the bounds of Corinth. 

Mid, And who art thou deft give Medea law, J 

And circuipicribe th^ flend'reft Q>ot on earth 
AgainA her pafTage ? Uneonfin'd as winds 
I range with nature to her utmofl bounds ; 
While, as I tread, mankind reveres my fteps. 
Its hidden ^ow'rs eacK element unfolds. 
And mightieft heroes, anxious for renown. 
Implore Medea's favour. What is Creon, 
Who from the fun's defcendant dares withold 
The right to hofpitality and juftice ? 

Creon, Not of the number who revere thy fteps. 
Or fupplicate thy favour ; one, whofe fcepter 
Forbids thy refidence in Greece. Away j 
Range through the fnows of Caucafus ; return 
To Pontic defarts, to thy native wilds : 
Among barbarians magnify thy deeds. 
This land admits no wand'rer like Medea, 
Who with a ftranger from her father fled. 
Fled from her country, and betray'd them both. 

Med, With him I fled, whom thou wouldlt foully 
draw , 
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Through blacked treafon to thy daughter's bed ; 

And for the reft, if equity or wifdom 

Were Creon's portion, I would plead before him : 

But vindicate my aftions to a robber. 

Who bafely watch'd my abfence to purloin 

Aly only wealth ! My lofty foul difdains it. 

Creon, Hence, while thou mayTl, rafh woman, trc 
thou prove 
How ftrong the awful image of the gods 
Is llanapt on monarchs, and thou feel my wrath 
Swift in deflruftion like the bolt of Jove. 

Meii, DoH thou recount thy fables to Medea^ 
The ideot tale^ which cheats the gaping vulgar. 
To her who knows the fecret fource of things i 
Behold this comely image of the gods. 
This violater of the holiefl ties. 
Whom the dull hand of undifcernihg chance 
Hath deck'd in purple robes, and pageant gold, 
Refembles much the majefly of heav'n. 

Creon, Thy bare expulfion (hall not now attone.. 
I will ftand forth th' avenger of ^etes 
On his falfe daughter ; for thy crimes in Colchis 
Vindidive furies in this diHant. region. 
Shame, chaftifement and infult fiiall overtake thee> 
Spoil that fair body, humble that fell heart ; 
*rill, as with bitt'reft agony it breaks. 
Thou curfe its wild temerity, which brav*d 
The pond*rous hand of majefly incens'd. 

Meil, Ha ! thou vain boafter, haft thou yet to leam- 
That I can rock the iron throne of Pluto ; 
Can waft thee ftruggling to Rhiphaean crags. 
Where thou (halt rave and foam and gna(h thy teeth ; 
Where froft (ball parch thee, where the clouds fhall 

fcacter 
Their ftorms around thee, whirl in fportive air 
Thy gorgeous robe, thy diadem and fcepter ? 
While I — Oh ! fruitlc(s, unfubftantial pow'r ! 
Mull ftill continue wretched — Oh ! vain threat! 
Hath he not torn my Jafon from thefc arms ? 
What then avails the knowledge of my mind ? 
Stretch'd on the rack of anguiih is my heart. 

What 
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WKat fpark of wifdom in my breaft remains ? 
All is extinguifh'd there — Oh ! Jafon ! Jafon \ 

\^ls fupported by her luomen^ 

Creon, [to Lycander] Thou I'eell the haughty forcereft 
abafh'd 
Before a monarch's perfevering frown. 

Lye, [afide] Moft injur'd woman I 

Creon. Go, tranfport her hence^ 
Ere (he revive. 

Lye. The multitude already 
Begin to murmur; were this holy place 
Defird by force^ their zeal would fwell to madnefs. 
Perhaps this princefs for her wifdom fam*d 
May be perfuaded to abandon Corinth. 
An4 fhe revives with milder looks. 

Med. [-^Jtde^ Pride, pride. 
For once be wife ; in lowlinefs difguife thee. 
That thou may*ft rife to vengeance. King of Corinth, 
lonly crave three hours to quit thy borders. 

Creon. [to Lycander] If (he exceed that flender ipace 
of lime. 
Force (hall remove her from my loathing fight. [Exit. 

Lye. This ccfnteft, princefs, thou haft wifely clos'd. 
Three hours elaps'd, expe£t me to return 
Thy fafe conductor to the kingdom's frontier. [Exit. 

Firft Cole. Tliou doll not dicop. This tyrant's empty 
threats 
Thy very breath could diflipate like clouds. 
Which for a-while fome hideous form aflume. 
Then pafs away diflblv'd to fleeting vapor. 
r too will aid thee. By thy father's filler 
1 was held dear, by Circe, pow'rful queen. 
Who taught me various fpels and incantations. 

Med, Go then, and bring my wand, that potent rod. 
Which grew a branch of ebony o'erlhading 
The throne of Pluto ; fever'd thence, and dipt 
Thrice in the cqld of Lethe's fleepy waters 
By Hecate on Circe was beftow'd. 
By her on me to ftill the winds and floods. 
Night's drowfy, curtains o'er the iky to draw, 
And all its adtivc fires entrance to reft. 

B 4 Leave 
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Leave us apart. Retire, my faithful virgins, . 

Who fhare fo kindly in Medea's woes. 

1 would not pierce your gentle hearts with terror. 

[Exeunt omnes prater ^ed. and Jirft Qq\c. 
Med, [Waiving her ivand.] Firft, rife ye Ihades im- 
pervious to the fight ; 
And you, ye fable-fkirted clouds, defcend : 
Us and our myftic deeds with night furround. 

\The ftage is darkened. 
Thou, by whofe pow'r the magic fong [Iambics,^ 

Charms from its orb th' unwilling moon^ 
Controlls the rapid planet's fpeed. 
And dim^ the conftellation's fires ; 

* While founding torrents Itop and fleep, 

* While fountain-nymphs in dread withold 

* Their mazy tribute from the meads, 

* And fliff'ning ferpents hear and die ;* 
Terrific deity, whofe name. 

And altar llain'd with human blood 
On Tauric cliffs the Scythian wild. 
And fell Sarmatian tribes adore ; 

* Wreath'd in fnakes, and twining boughs {Trocbaics,'] 

* Gather'd from infernal oaks, 

* Which, o'er Pluto's portal hung 

* Shed a fecond night on hell ;' 
In thy raven-tinftur'd flole, 

Grafping thy tremendous brand. 
With thy howling train around. 
Awful Hecate, afcend. ^ 

Firfl Cole. By the pitchy flreams of Styx^ 
Lethe's mute and lazy flood. 
By the dreadful vapor fent 
From Avernus' fleaming pool ; 

By th' eternal figh, which heaves 
With Cocytus' mournful wave. 
By the Phlcgethontic blaze. 
Direful goddefs, hear and rife. 

* Or if, where difcord late hath heap'd [Iambics.^ 
^ Her bloody hecatombs to Mars, 

* Thou fweeping o'er the mangled flain 

* Doft tinge thy fcct in fanguine dew ; 

^ 'Ah! 
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' Ah! leave a-while the vulture's (hrielg 

* The raven croaking^ o'er the dead, 

* The midnight wolf's infatiate howl^ 

* And hither turn thy folemn pace. 

* The winds in magic horror bound 

* Shall at thy prefence ceafe to breathe, 

* No thunder-teeming cloud approach, 

* The hoarfe and reftfcfs furge be dumb.' 

Med, No more. The llrong-conflraining fpell hath 
tam'd 
The reftiff blail; the pliant leaves are fix'd; 
The fountains reft; th' oblivious birds are hufhM $ 
And dead the billows on the filent beach. 
Begone — She comes — I feel the rocking ground. 
Its entrails groan — Its fhiv'ring furface parts. 
Scarce can Petes' child the (ight endure, [£x. FirftColc, 

Hecate rifes in long, black garments, nvitb a nvreatb of 
/nakeSf and oaken, boughs on her head, and a torch in her 
band, 

Med^ O my propitious and congenial goddefs^ 
Who thy myflerious fcience hail dimjs*d 
Of potent herbs, and necromantic fongs 
Through my capacious bofom ; who fi> long^. 
Haft been aftiilant to Medea's triumphs. 
Now thou behold'ft me vanquilh'd by defpair. 

Hee, I know thy fuff''rings, daughter ; but to cloflr 
The wounds of anguifti, and aftuage defpair 
Is not the tafk of hell. 

Med. Then give me vengeance. 

Hec. On whom ? ^ 

Med^ Creiifa ? — No— My high revenge 
Overleaps a trifling maid. Old iEfon ? — No. 
He is my hero's father. But for Creon . . . . 

Hec. The hour is nigh, when yonder flood will ragej 
This rock be loofen'd, and its ftru^tures nod ; 
Then fhall the fury, difcord, and red zeal. 
Thrice fteep'din Stygian fires, avenge thy wronga* 
Farewel. 

Med, A moment ftay — My yielding heart 
Moft aikp— Will Jafon ever ipore be kind? 
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I!«c, Scar<;h rot ih> f^tif . 

hhJ, L'r fo. i it, I r I join ihcc 
By !.rn, cho « d.ckd'ii, b/ Dcmogorj^o'f name. 

//v. Av i it:hri-:!f, itbhappy^ Uiou prevail '£, 
Frc iii;'nt^ c ^<.k whtci^ be^in their gloomy couHc* 
V.'hi*: ill >j ooit Ic/vc ftiai! pcrilh by ihy rage ; 
Nor t'iou be torifcAOd , wi*cn the urokc i^givcc: 
'^I hen, kdcr :i:ri:<g Haod'.'er mar; tLou uace 
The ^^\^\^ of I'orrow in remotcft climes. \Zb€ difgmUi 

Med, Dcftroy my love! By me fliail jafou die ? 
Oh! ififjpjjoriable! O pirying Juno! . 
Aiuil me finking to the ground with angui(h* 

Enter Colchlans tfWPha:a.ian«. 

Flrft Cc!\ T»je flreaming purple of the weflcrn Son 
(iioAi on ilitfc toA*rs and pinnacles again, 
I'r-vii!,n^ o'er the dfjkritis which the wand 
i f cur !;>{'- millreA T.Ai'd — Dcjc^Ur.g fight ! 
'J !iv laithful iciviint clp rtir^in no longer, 
li - 'vari mull wr.fti the furrow^ of'hii cheekf. 

Mid. Ah! how much more my eyes (hould ftream L 
torrer.l^! 
/Ji! how much flrcngcr (hould my boibm heave, 
A\A founl it^ a;ronie5 in bitter groans 
'1 o the rcmoriclclb gods! Dcftroy my Jafon ! 

[Starting uf 
1 }ic dear, falfe hero! Periih firflmy art. 

//'// Pk<ea, * Hov/ oft have perjur'd lovers been recall*- 
* !;• A ojg enchantment? Check thcfevain complaints. 
\\M thou not magic to conllraia this wandVcr 
Back to thy arms? 

Med. I have, but fcorn the arts 
Wr.i( h may command his pcrfon, not his love. 
No, flyto Jalbn. Let the on!/ churm 
Be (oft perfuafion to aitra^w him hither. 

O he is gentle as the fummer's breeze, 
With lookb and gcttures falhion'd by the gracci. 
'I'hc mclfenjicr be thou, difcreet and good. 
Mcdea'i pride fhall ftoop. 

Firft Cfilc. Ufide.] I ^o— though hopclefs. 

Jded* Mean time will X to yonder wood return, 

/in 
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[Exit. 
[Cretia*^ 



[TrQchaJcs.^ 



[Cretia.1 



\Tncbaies*% 



Arid fome deep-fhaded receptacle chufe. 
There, wrapt in darkncfs, (hall my luff 'ring foul 
The {&[iiG of all ics injuries difburthen 
in fecret murmurs, till its rage be fpent. 
' ji Cole, Native floods rough with ice 
''Ruihing down mountain-fldes, 

* Whirling thence broken rocks ; 

* Your diicordant waves th^t fweep- 

* Harflily o'er their flinty beds, 
' Yield a more alluring found 

* Than the gently-trilling notes 

* Of the tender Grecian lyre, 

* Or the fwelling ftrain diffused 

* From the mufic- breathing flute. 

* Native groves hoar with froft, 

* Caverns deep, fiirdwith night, 

* Shagged clifts, horror's feat ; 
*'Oh 1 to thefe defiring eyes 

* Lovely is your gloom, which lives 
**In remembrance ever dear. 
' You are brighter than my thoughts, 

* Which defpondency o'erclouds, 

* And in thefe perfidious climes 

* Expedlation cheats no more. 

' A Phaa, Torrents fwell, tern pells rage, 

* Danger frowns, pain devours, 
' Grief confumes, man betrays; 

'Such our doom in ev'ry clime : 
*'Yet among the thorns of life 

* Hope attends to fcatter flow'rs ;' 

* And Credulity, her child, 

* Still with kind impofture fmoothi 

* Heaving trouble, and imparts 

* Moments which fufpend defpair. 

' Goddefs bland. Toothing hopp^ 

* In thy fmile I confide, 

* And believe, Jafon corned. 
'' All, 1 fee, delights my eye ; 

* Ev'ry found enchanu my ear ; 

* Thofe rude-featur'd crags are gay ; 

•Winds in notes harmonious blow \ \Turmng to thefetn 
B 6 •Hoarfeft 
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\i*rochaics.'\ 
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* Hoarfeft billows murmur joy; 

* And my long^forfakcn hom« 

* Wakes Wic plaintive mufe no more. [Exeunt.* 
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Enfir Jafon «»</ the Firft Colchian. 

7/?/ T T 7 H Y am I fummoned? 

VV ^irfl Cole. But once more to greet hen . 

ya/. And be the mark of fcorn. 

Firfi Cole. Remind thee, hero. 
Of all thy genrous labours ne'er deny'd. 
But oft repeated to rellore the wretched. 
Shall thy dilirefs'd Medea be the ^fk 
Thou doft refufe to aid? 

Ja/. It is too late. 
She call ine from her, and we now are llrangers. 

Firfi Cole. 1 have been long a traveller with time. 
And through unnumber'd evils have I noted 
Thofc born of anger to be moft deplor'd. 
Thou look' ft no longeron that mutual care — 
Your children's welfare. In the wrathful Jafon 
Benignity is loft, ev'n nature dead 
in the fond father. 

Ja/, When I nam'd our children. 
Her ear was deafen'd, and her fcornful tongue 
Was iharpen'd into outrage. 

Firfi Co/e. See them here. 
The lively patterns of their mother's graces. 
And iharers in misfortune. 

Enter the Children. 
Eldeft Chili. Art thou found 
At laft, my father ? In thy fearch we pafs'd 
Through frightful waters, and in roaring windsr 
Come to our mother, who of thee complains ; 
And with a promife never more to leave us, 
Speak comfort to her. 
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Jaf, Comfort! 

iirfi Cole. Doft thou (brink 
To fee thefc pledges of a love like her's ? 
Oh ! thou obdurate, who haft thrown the beautiet 
Of virtue from thee in thy youthful feafon, 
"When ty^xy foft ienfation is moft warm, 
*To clafp the cold deformity of guilt ! 
J have noofFspring— Muft an old man's eyes 
Teach thine their tender leiTon ? Muft a heart. 
Which time and ills and care might well have fear'd. 
Teach thee afFcftioxi, and a parent's feeling ? 

Jaf, Support me rather, than deprefs me, Colchian. 
I (ink — My foul, diftblvingin afFcftion, 
Hath quite unmann'd me. 

EUeJi ChilJ. Doft thou grieve to fee ns ? 

"Ja/. No, my poor boys. My fpirit bows before yoa 
In love and rev'rence. Thefe indeed fubfiil 
A common care exadling all regard. 
What (hall I fay ? — Not'cruel would I fcem. 
Not cv'n fevere— Yet Colchian, let me a(kj 
Will (he 

Firfi Cole, Command her ; fhe is all fubmiffion* 

Jaf. * Amid the woes of fcparating parents, 
* Who like the father can protedl the offspring?' 
Will (he commit them to my charge, that comfort, 
Profperity and honour be their portion ? 

EUf/l CI;. Ah ! do not take us from our mother's arm*. 

Toungeft Ch, From our kind mother. Leave us. 

EUeft Child, Leave us here to weep with i^er. 

Jaf. How conftant are thefe children ! 
£ut they were never harrafs'd by her fcorn* 

iTii/^r Medea, Colchians, flw</ Phseacians. 

Med. [flopping fl^ort,"] The man who knew, and yet 
defpis'd my worth, 
I fee before me — Stili, thou reftiff" heart. 
Still doft thou rife tumultuous in my bofcm ? 
Oh ! thou muft bend. 

Jaf. Well, daughter of jEetes; 
Lo 1 I am here obedient to thy call. 
Med^ Once was the time, when Jafon would have come 

UncaliM, 



Uncall'd, unprompted, but by love alcnc 
Why do I bring the wafted glafs of joy 
Back to my view ! Ohl torture of remembrance !* 
Gh; >ron! Jafon I 

'Jaf. Speak.- 

Med. I cannot fpeak. 

JaJ\ [a/de,] My fpirit yields— this mute diftrefs o'a*^ 
whelms me. 

Mrd, Is it decreed to feparate thy name 
From mine for ever? — Firft to all reftore me. 
Which 1 relinquilh*d for thee, to my country. 
The veneration which that country paid me. 
My injur'd parents, and their loft afFedion. 
To my untainted, virgin fame reftore me. 
My once- untroubled, unreproaching thoughts. - 
Impoflible— Then hear, and yet be juft. 

Ja/, [afide,] Oh ! that this morning fhc had thus ad*- 
drefs'd me ! 

Med, Not love alone, not Hymen's common ties. 
But fame and conqueft, mutual toils and hardihip^Sy- 
All, which is marvellous and great, confpir'd 
To make us one. What ftars in diftant (kies. 
What feas, what (hores unvifited before 
Have we not fcen together? And what perils 
Could each inhofpitable clime prefent, 
From which Medea hath not iav'd her Jafon ? 
Our toils at length furmounccd, muft we part?' 
My lord— My huft>and — Father of thefe boys ! 
Shame, anguifti, defperation ru(h upon me! 
They bind my heart in adamantine woes 1 
They weigh me down — They bear me to the earth; - 

[Kneeling fwith the cbiUren,^ : 
Thus low behold the iffue of the bun 
Imploring pity of the man, who fcorn'd her. 

'Ja/ Can ft thou, O Juno, from thy neighboring temple' 
View this illuftrious fuft'rer at my feet. 
Nor fwift deftruftion from thy altar ihow'r 
On my perfidious head ? Why rather, goddefs, 
• Who haft*thy thunder, like thy hufband, Jove,'" 
Didft thou not blaftme, when, by furies guided, 
I ratify'd but new th' unhallow'd contrad? 

Med. [ri/ing,] What hail thou faid ? 

74/: 
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Jaf. Crciifa — is my wife. [Ht ft arts at Medea* s looks, 
then fixes his ^s ft4dfaftly upon her, and, after Jome timip 
proceeds. '\ 

Medea — Ha ! Have fenfe and motion left her ? 
Her colour di\cs, which once outihone the morn ! 
Thofe radiant eyes, whofe majefty proclaimed 
The Sun's own progeny, withdraw their luflre ! 
Oh! thou moil injured, utter th. complaints; 
Give words to anger, and to forrow tears ! 

Med, Aftonifhment! What prodigy is there ? 
Look ypncJer ! 

Fir^Cclc, Go— go, children, to the temple; 
Avoid this fight. 

\The Children are led off by a Phaeacian to the temple, '\ 

Med, What wonderful appearance 
Floats on the main, and items the lofty (urge? 

JaJ. O execrable perfidy I which fills * the lovelieft 
* eyes with tears,* 
The noblcfl heart with pangs, the moH enlightened mind 
with madnefs I 

Med, See, where yon fnowy concave. i^ its bofom, 
Coliccling all the motion of the winds. 
Drives the huge burthen toth' affrighted fhore! 

Jaf. O had the flood, (he fees in frantic tliought, 
2ngulph*d that bark ! 

Med. [^advancing forwards him.'\ What art thou, moH 
prefumpcuous, 
Who dar'il approach the limits of this region ? 
Haft thou not heard, that bulls with biazen feet. 
And ileeplcfs dragons guard the fatal foil? 
He hears untcrrify'd — I ne'er beheld 
Such majefty and grace. 

faf DebasM, deform'd 
By guilt's polluting hand! 

Med. He fpeaks — What muiic ! 
He claims the golden fleece- — What means this warmth. 
Which prompts my hand to give the radiant prize ? 
But wilt thou prove then conftant— ever kinci f 
I maft, I will believe thee. 

firft Cole. What remorfe. 
What conilernation petrify liis frame I 
And (he grows wilder, 

Med. 
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Med, Hark ! With flaming throats 
The bulls begin to roar ! The foxtk trembles ! 
And fee, the dra^^on hither points his courfe ! 
See, his huge pinions beat the tortur'd air ! 
His monflrous body rolls the blaft before him. 
And fails amidfl a whirlwind ! Doft thou droop \ 
Be not difmay'd, my hero ! Stand behind. 
Attend, ye demons, whofe contagious breath 
Defiles the fun, who chill the fierceft heart. 
And lock in drowfy floth the nerves of ftrength ! 

Jaf, AiTume thy terrors — Moulder me to duft. 
Now call thy demons, whofe infernal grafp 
May fnatch and hurl me to my deftin'd pains. 
Let me be ftretch'd On torn Ixion's wheel. 
Or chain'd in burning adamant endure 
The tooth of vipers, and the fcorpion's fling ; 
Oh! rather, rather, than behold thy fufF'nngs! 

Med, Why art thou pale and languid ? Thou art fafc ! 
The ilumb'rihg monfter drops his icaly wings ! 
Thine is the fleece— Medea too is thine ! 
[Jafon throws himfelf hack, and is recei'ved hy /;&^ Colchians.] 
Confuiion and amazement! — Is he vani(h*d? 
Where am I? — On a rock, adefart cliff, . 
Which overhangs the unfrequented waves ; 
No plant, but mofs, to hide its craggy fides f 
No fhelter nigh my tempeft-beaten head : 
And lo! two infants clinging to my knces^* 
Who join my grief, and call Medea mother \ 
O thou falfe hero, whither art thou fled ? 
Hark — The wind only anfwers my complaint,. 
It is the fea, which murmurs to my groans \ 
Ha 1 what art thou, grim fhape embru'd with gore ^ 
Why doll thou wave that Stygiaa torch around ? 
Art thou Revenge from Tartarus enlarg'd 
To aid Medea f Come then, fhake thy brand 
Before my fleps ! To perpetrate thy mifchief 
The winds (hall lend their fwif.nefs, hell its fiends. 
The fea its fury, and the Sun his flames ! [^ExU^ 

Firfl Cole, Refume thy courage. 

JaJ\ Yes, my foul emerges 
From dark confofion^ now ihe knows the word. 

Mr 
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My light is cicar'd, my cnterprife refolv'd. 
And hope enlarges my advent'rous fpirit. 

Firft Cole, I near in wonder, prince. Atleaft prepare 
thee 
To guard Medea in her new diftrefs. 
Whom Creon threatens to expel. 

yaf. The prieftefs will be her fafeguard till .... 

Firft Cole. Reftrain thy fpeech. 
And look behind thee. He is fent ^om Creon 
To drive her hence. 

Enter Lycander. 

Jaf, Lycander! 

Lye, Prince, allow me 
With this old Colchian to confer a moment. 

Firfi Cole, Nay, fpeak aloud. 

Lye, Thoa know'ft my errand, Colchian. 

Firft Cole, Yes, if our priticefs willingly depart not. 
Thou wilt by force remove her. 

ya/l Bafe and impious! 
Now fhould thefe hands, which yok'd the brazen bulls. 
Divide thy limbs, and hurl the maneled fragments 
From yonder promontory's brow to waft 
The fcaly monllers in the flood below; 
It ^ere a righteous facrifice to juftice : 
But thou art brother to the good Theano. 

Lye, Whom thou doll wrong in me. By her confent. 
And on Medea's promife to depart, 
I came to guide her with refpe6lful care 
To Corinth's verge. Compaflion for this princefs. 
Dread of the king, and rev'rence for the goddefs. 
With all thy changes, prince, perplex my courfe ; 
That through the maze of this eventful day 
I ne'er fhali tread fecurely, 

ya/. Nay, Lycander, 
If thou art blamelefs .... 

Lye, Stop, The king is here 
To widen this confufion. 

Fnter Creon and attendants* 

Creon Tentering.'\ I am told. 
That wiui a penfive mien he left the palace^ 

And 
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And join'd a Colchian of Medea's train. 
Gods 1 he is here— idiforder'd — with Lycander 
And that old Granger— all in fallen filence 
At my appearance-— Jafon — He replies not ! 
What are your confultations ? Speak, Lycander I ■ 

Lye, My liege, f cannot, uninfprm'd like thee.- 

Creon, Then,, as a king and father, I demand 
Of thee, ThefTalian hero, why, confus'd 
At my approach, thy countenance is fall'n ? 

Jaf. At thy approach? More formidable pow'ri 
Could never awe thisheart^ which nought hath van^oifii' 
But its own frailties. 

Creon, Vifions ! 

Jaf, Hear with patfence. 
The tutelary deity of Corinth 
Sits here in awful judgment. Virtue pleadv 
And pity weeps before her. Thou and I 
At this tribunal fhow our guilty heads. 
Long have we flumbcr'd on the couch of folly ;: 
Let us awaken from the cheating dream , 
' Nor each-rebuke the other for his weaknefa^ 
But acquiefce in Juno's juft decree. 
I mull annul my contra^ with, thy daughter. 
And bid her now eternally farcwel. 

Creon, Eternally farewel ? I dream— Lycander, 
Is not Medea gone ? 

Lye, My lord, the time ... * 

Creon, Inadlive traitor ! Go and feize that fiend I 

Jaf. [to Creon.] Hold. Thou efteem'fl me ftillthcgc 
tie Jafon, 
The pliant vaflal of my father's will. 
And thy ambition. I am chang'd— My heart 
Is full of tumult-~New-created rage. 
Rage at myfelf, at iEfon too and thee 
Now ravages my bofom — Then be counfell'd. 
Nor tempt the wild, ungovernable tranfports- 
Of one diftemper'd with afoul aflemblagc 
Of guilt, defpair and ftiame. 

Creon, Preftimptuous boy ! 
Do thy exploits by forcery atchiev'd. 
Do thy rude uophies from barbarians won. 
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Exalt thy pride to brave a Grecian monarch ? 

When now, from all inheritance expell'd, 

A needy exile, thou haft no fupport. 

But from my throne, whole patronage is granted 

To thy imploring father. 

Jaj. Irejeftit, 
And own nopatron, but my fword and name. 
Can* I want aid, the Argonautic leader? 
While Hercules, while Telamon and Peleus, 
While facred Orpheus, and the twins of Leda^ 
Remain unconquer'd to aiTert my caufe } 

Why do I meafure folly back to folly. 
And here degrade my honours and renown 
With boafts reftmbling thine ? Farewel for ever. 

. {Exit cum CoUh. 

Crton. Ha! I perceiw hi* purpofe. Hafte, coHeft 

\T9 ont of bis atUndantt 
A faithful band ; fecure Medea's veflel. 
Ye blackeft demons of refentment, rife; 
March by my iide„ and brandifh you my fcepter ! 

\To another of bis attendants^ 
Tlwwi Ihtrt the city-gates ! {Let none depart 
Without my licence I I will hold him ftill,. 
And call him proflrate at Creiifa's feet ! 

Enter Theano. 

Thea. I heard thy threatn'ing voice, O blindly fix'd 
Jki difobedience to the queen of gods. 

Creon. Dar'ft thou, fble auth'refs of thy fov'reign's ills^ 
Confront his anger? Firft on thee, confederate [7i Ljc^ 
With this rebellious, ftiall my vengeance fall. 
By thy defign'dmifconduft Jafon twice 
Hath feen Medea. 

Lye, Chance, or heav'n's appointment,. 
Not my contrivance .... 

Creon. Seize and drag him hence ; 
Low in a dungeon hide him ; chain him down^ 
In damps and darknefs ! 

Lye. Citizens of Corinth, 
This place is holy ! In the name of J una 
( chim proteftion ! * 

Tbesi 
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Knows that we merit both to die : yet, dying. 
We could not expiate our unmatched offence. 

JEf, What unaccuftom'd, terrifying ilernefs 
Frowns on that afpedl ? Gentle have I icnown thcc 
From infancy to manhood, ne'er before 
Have felt thee dreadful ! 

JaJ\ Ever from thy fears 
Wilt thou take counfel \ Can the voice of pity. 
Benevolence and equity convey 
No admonition ? O exalt thy thoughts 
From this bafe earth, the maniion of deceit. 
Of perjuries and crimes. ' Ere£l thy vifage to 

* Themis' heav'n-thron'd patronefs of juftice. 

* Invoke her aid, that, ftrengthen'd, thou may 'ft hes 
Nor be confounded at thy fon's refolves* 

By no perfuafion, artifice, or menace 
My now-reviving dignity of mind ^ 
From its own fummit (hall again defcend. 

jEf, What would my Jafon ? 

'[■jaf. Take the holy prieftefs ; 
Repair to Creon : with united counfels 
Him firft from impious violence difluade : 
And then .... 

jEf, To^whofe protection muft I fly ? 

J of. To mine. Abandon Corinth, and at Thcbc 
Not three days march from thefe detefted gates 
Exped my prefence. Hercules is there ; 
My friend, my foldier. He with ev'ry hero, ' 
Who once obey'd my ftandard, will again 
League their auxiliar fwords and fave lolcos. 
Let this fuffice— If not — Perfift no more. 
Thy fon is fix'd, immoveable as fate. 

\Thuni 

jEf. Thy mightier genius awes me 1 I fubmit I 
We are all guilty — Juno fo proclaims ! 
But Oh ! amid thefe prodigies, my Jafori, 
Not one alarms me like the rude commotion. 
Which fhakes thy placid bofom ! Be composed. 
I will condud Theano to the king. [£. 

Look down, connubial goddefs, and with hope 
\Ja/, Turning tonuards the ttmflt.^ 
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appcas'd divinity indulge 

oiF'ring at thy holy (hrine 

•it humbled with repentant fighs. 

too attend, ye. favourable gales, 

iftly waft us to the kind embrace 

companion, Orpheus ; who fhall breathe 

uneful confolation in a ftrain 

rief compofing energy to charm' 

ion's rage, till new-born reafon fmilc. 

/ith her children lovely, as the mother, 

looming Tempe on its flow'ry lap 

receive her ; • while Peneus* ftream 

ds with the flitting warblers on his banks 

nurm'ring cadence to delight her ear :* 

once more along th' accuflom'd vale 

by the luftre of the filent moon, 

3y her fide attentive, while her tongue 

s the pow'rs of heav'ns refplendent traia 

gicjiumbers, and myfterious fpels, 

ails with knowledge my enraptur'd foul. [Exit, 

Enter ColcKians. 

of iEetes, god rever'd 

ur forefathers on their fands 

ch'd by the Euxin's reftlefs foam, 

Igent origin of day ; 

) with illimitable view, 

rom ihe amber-portall'd eaft 

courfers fiery-man'd proceed, 
(I the deep-bofom'd woes of men ; 
'^hether plac'd in mildeft climes, 
r beneath thy fultry wheels, 
Whether freezing near the pole, 
11 the various race of care- 
to thy fad paternal eye 

this diverfity of grief 

one prefent through all thy courfc 
match thy own Medea's pain. 

ev'ry flow'r of wifdom fades 
hin hir large and fertile breaft, 
efart now by tempefts rang'd, 

' The 
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'^The feat of wild difcordaut thoughts. 

* God of wifdom and of light, [Trochaia.] 

* O relume her darkened foul ! 

* Let her, though begirt with ills, 

* Still thy progeny be known. [Extumt.y 



A C T V. 

Theano defending from the temple, JEhn and Colchlant. 

uC/IXT/HERE is the prieftefs, Colchianf 

W FirftColc. There dcfcending. 
Pale conflernation overcafts her vifagc. 

Then, O moft |>ortentous, execrable fight ! 
I led the virgins to rejoin your princefs, 
' Who had efcap'd their care — Myilerious heav*n ! 
Where was thy pow'r to check a mother's rage ? 
Where was thy mercy, when her favage hand 
Unclos'd the jaws of flaughter on her children ? 

^J\ Oh ! all-furpafling evil ! 

FirftCotc. When and how? Oh! fpcak ! 

Tbea, A knife of facrifice (lie feiz'd. 
And in their tender bofoms plung'd its point ! 
We foun<l,her planted near their welt'ring limbs; 
Her fiery eye>balls on their wounds were fix*d ; 
A ghaftly triumph fwell'd her wild revenge. 
And madnefs mingled fmiles with horror ! 

jE/, Horror 
Is my companion now ! The race of Jafon 
One common crime hath fwallow'd in its gulph ! 

Thea, The goddefs bow'd in pity from her fhrine ; 
When ftraight a voice, oracular in thunder, 
Whofe awful clamour muft have reach 'd your eara, 
Peal'd o'er the rocking temple. ** Impious Crcon,** 
The voice proclaim *d, " thy guilt hath fiird iti inea^ 

fure; 
«'^Thcn fall, thou viaim to the gods of hell !" 

•^. Tremendout fenience ! 

Tbm. 
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Thta. I, with fearful fteps, 
Hafte to the palactr. 

jS^ Make me thjr aiTociate, 
And I to calm his violence will join. 

[Exeunt Theano and JS/an* 

Medea rujhingfrom the temple, PhaBacians/^//!pwi>/. 

Firfi Cole. Behold, where, dropping with htr chil* 
dren's blood. 

The loft Medea comes ! 

Med, It is begun I 
Now to complete my vengeance will I mount 
The burning chariot of my bright forefather ; 
The rapid fteeds o'er Corinth will 1 drive. 
And with the fcatter'd lightnings from their manct 
Confume its walls, its battlements and tow'rs. 
Its princes, people, palaces and temples ! 
Then, as the flames embrace the purple clouds. 
And the proud city crumbles from its bafe. 
The demon of my rage and indignation 
All grim and wrapt m terror (hall beftride 
The mountainous embers, and denounce abroad 
To gods and men my wrongs, and my revenge ! 

Firfi Cole, How is thy wiidom exil d from thy brcaft^ 
Its native feat, nor leaves one trace behind 
To fliow it once was there ! 

Me/l. Weep'ft thou, old man ? 
Ha I fpcak ; thou venerable mourner, fpeak 
Thy caufe of anguifti 1 Hadft thou not a daughter 
Wife like Minerva, like the morning fair. 
And once thy deareft comfort? Hath ihe left thee. 
Left thy decrepid head for grief to feize 
And dafti againft the tomb ? * Weep, weep, old manj 

* The flight remainder of thy days exhaufl: 

* In lamentation ; flie is loft for ever, 

' Loft to herfelf and thee : and never more 

■ Shalt thou the beauty of her face contemplate, 

* Nor hear again the wifdom of her tongue.* 

Ftrfi Cole, Thou doft miftake me for the ftern ^etes<; 
I am but one among th' unnumbered Colchians, 
Who mourn In thee their nation's glory fall'n. 

C Ma. 
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Med, I well deferve this pity— -yours — and youftt 
Who kindly weep around me. As I pafs, 
I wade through feas of tears— I bear no found 
But fighs and groans from forrow-beaten breafti* 
DifhevelPd fragments of uprooted hairs 
From the wild head of anguifh fly about me ! 

Is it not fitting ? When Medea mourns. 
Shall not the (kies aflume their blackeft robes. 
And fcowl upon mankind ? Medea fighs ; 
Shall not hell groan, and heav'n reply in thunder? 
It is thevoflspriag of the Sun, who wrings 
rHer helplefs hands, who rends her fcatter'd locks ! 

My heart is cold — The thread of life unwinds. 
Now triumph, death— Thy conqueft is Medea ! 
\S he finks into the lap of a Phaeacian. 

Firfl Cole, Repofe her harrafs'd limbs with tend'i 
care. 
If this delirious tranfport be no more. 
Than fome fhort tumult of the heated brain ; 
Refrelhing fleep may cool that feat of thought. 
And wand'ring reaibn fojourn there again. 

Eflay your vocal pow'r, harmonious maids ^ 
Some new and foothing modulation choofe.; 
Drefs in pcrfuafive melody your numbers, 
Whofe artful cadence from the breaking heart 
May Ileal its cares, and fold them in obnvion. 
j4 Phasacian turning toiuards the/ecu 
Azure god, whofe aftive waters [Trochaic 

Beat with endlefs toil below. 
Calm the ruder blafts to flumber ; 

While to yonder grove, which bends 
Stately o'er thy Ihaded bofom, 

Softly-fighing gales afpire. 
And, ye zephyrs, which afcending 

Fan the pliimy verdure there, 
Lullingwhifpers, drowfy murmurs . 

I'hrough the trembling foliage breathe 
0*er ihe wakeful brow of forrow 

Care beguiling fleep to fpread. 
Or my gently-feothing meafurc 

On your downy pinions bear 

3 . Throu 
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Through the grief-diflempcr'd fpirit^ 

With delufion fwect to ftcal. 
Till, on muiic's lap diflblvines- 

Madnefs lull its weary head.. 

Firft Cole, Your queen recovers, and her look ferene 
Shows, the mild beam of reafon ihines anew. 

Med, Grief, as o'erlabour'd with its cruel office^ 
Awhil* is paufing, till its ftrength return. 
I will at leall pofleis the (hort relief | 

To fee my infants. Sure, my faithful friends,. 
From my fad heart no evils can erafe 
Maternal gladnefs at my childrens' fight. ^ 

Go, lead ihem from the temple — They will fmile,. 
And lift my thoughts to momentary joy. 

Not gone, my virgins ? Wherefore this delay ?: 
Why all aghaft ? Why tremble thus your limbs ? 
Ha! whence this blood ? My hands are dipt in flaughter. 
Speak, ye dumb oracles of terror, fpeak I \Rifing* 

Whei-e are my children ? My diftrafted brain 
A thoufanddreadful images recalls 
Jmperfedlly remembered — Speak, I charge you ! 
Where are my children ? — Silent ftill and pale ! 

Enough — Fell pcrw'rs, your purpofe is accomplifh^d; 
Medea's fufF'rings are complete and full I 

Firft C^/r. The fwel ling paffions ftruggle in herbreaft. 
And find no vent. My ever-honour'd millrefs. 
This is the time for tears and exclamation?. 

Med, Can exclamations down the wind convey 
From thefe retentive ears my childrens* groans ? 
Gr can this murd*rous hand by tears be whiten'd? 

'Hear, Neptune! o'er this citadel emerge 

* To reach ihy crime ; or fend the pow'r of whirlwinds 
' To fweep my footfteps from the Itable earth, 

* In rapid flight to Caucafus tranfport 
'And fix me (hiv'ring on the pointed rock ! 
' Let Nemefis revive the breathlefs clay 
'Of my (lain infants, to the rav'nous beak 

' Their lips disfigure, and their tender fingers 

* Arm with the vulture's talons ; that their wounds • 
' May be imprinted on their mother's breaft 

•• With- Promethean torture, and her heart 

Qz 'In 
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• In blood bewail tkc error of her hand !*~ 

Firft Cole. It was the aft of ignorance and madBefs. 
Juft Themis knows thy purity of mind^ 
And will with pity cleanfe that erring hand. 

Med, Not the di(burthen*d fluicesof the ikies^ 
The wat'ry nereids with the ocean's (lore. 
Nor all the tears, which mifery hath fhed. 
Can frona the- mother wa(h her children's blood ! 

Where fhall I hide me from the piercing dayf 
"What man will grant protection to my guilt. 
What god afford me fafeguard to his altar? 
Thou muft alone receive me, thou, O earth ! 
Then, while I crufh my bofom on thy furface. 
And grafp the duft within my ftruggling hands, 
Diftain my limbs, and ftrike my head againft thee> 
At length in pity of my fuff 'rings fue 
Theloic'ring gods to rear the friendly holt. 
And clofe my forrows^ on thy peaceful bread ! 

Firft Cole. See Jafon too unconfcious of his lofs I 

Enter Jafon. 

Jaf, Tsfhereftor'd? 

firft Cole. Reftor'd to full fenfation 
Of her increas'd afflidions, there (he lies. 

Jaf. ' They (hall be foon dimini(h'd ! Fate at laft 
' Hath folded up its inaufpicious fcroU, 

• And fairer volumes open to our eyes. 

• I fee, you doubt me all. That pale dejeflion 

• Reveals diflruft and fear ! I tell you, Colchians, 

• Prophetic Themis from her fpotlefs (hline, 

• When (he unfolds the oracle of juftice, 

• Fills not her pricft with more enraptur'd fervor, 

• Than now her prefent deity fupplies 

• To my (lability of foul, which marks 

' Succefs in profpedl, and will (how me (lill 

• Not Icfs than Jafon in the brighteft hour, 

• Yourfelves can witnefs, of his pafs'd atchievements/ 
Perhaps (he (leeps ! [Looking attenti'vely on M<dea% 

Firft Cole. Ah ! no. 
Jaf. Then, deareft woman. 
Look on me, hear me, trufl me once again. 

I hav: 
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r Have refignM Creafa ftnd her kingdom ; 

I have appeasM my father ; Creon's wrack 

Is ineffe^ual now : then deign to caft 

One glance on Jafon, on thy fuppliant hufbaad 

Returned in tears of penitence and ihamet 

Bat with redoubled tend^rnefs and truth ! 

Med, Oh ! Jafon — Thou and I have once been happy I 
What are we now ? 

Jaf, Let thy forgiving breath 
Revive my courage fettered yet and tame • 
With thy difplealure ; and my a6Uve love 
Shall foon tranfport thee from this feat of woe ; * 
Then, as we bound before the fav'ring gale 
Shall fondly whifpcr, we may ftill be happy ! : 

MeJ. [Starting up] Survey thefe hands I 

Ja/. What blood i» this? 

Me^. Thy childreiis'. 

ya/. Inhuman Creon ! Could thy malice choo(e - 
No other vidtims than my blamelcfs boys? 
I. come, incens'd Corinthians, to divulge * 
This profanation through your madding ftreets ; . 
Myfelf will guide your torrent of revolt. 
And whelm il;s billows on this royal favage !' 

Med. If heav'n had once meant kindly to Medes;. 
Some tyrant had been found, fome other hand. 
Than hers alifne to fpill her childrens' blood I 

The feaibn for upbraiding is no more ; 
Flit know, thou wretched like myfelf, tlxat madnefi ♦ 
Arm'd my blind rage againfl them, and thejdeed 
Now weighs me down toeverlafting night ! 

7^/ [falling on his knees'] O thou, whole equal balattClfr 
to mankind 
Dillributes juftice, and reftoring mercy. 
If pray'rs from this polluted bread may reach > 
Thy pure abode, exert thy righteous pow'r ; . 
Drop thy aiTuaging pity on her heart; 
On me exhaufl the quiver of thy vengeance ! 

, Med. Was not my portion of diftrefles large,. . 
Ye pow'rs obdurate? Hath this heart refus'd 
To figh, thefe eyes been fparing of their ftreams ?' 
ImppU'd by indignation^ mil my fpirit 

Cj Wouldi 
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Would challenge your injuftice, which reqnlr'd 
My childrens* blood to mingle with my tears. 

-Take back the mighty mind you fram'd to break, 
Jirlt rent by anguifi, then by guilt deformed I 
[Draivs a poniard, 

[A *voicefrom the temple. ] ^ Hold offspring of the Sun f 
arife; repair 
To Juno*s fhrine; reply not, but obey. 

•' Med. Malignant gcddejs to prohng my pain 
** Doji thou unbrace the firmnefs of my arm! 

*' [She drops the dagger. 
** Tes to accu/e thee at thy Jhrine I come /— 
•• I' he guardian thou of marriage y bafi permitted 
*' 7'he ^violation of connubial faith ; 
«• And from that prine didft pitykfs behold 
** The fruit of marriage by a mother* s hand 
*« Dajh'd on thy pavement ! [Thund. and Lightn. 

•* Tis amdft thy lightnings 
** And triple bolted thunder /halt thou hear 
** My execrations to provoke thy terrors ; 
•* Whoy fengle auth*refs of Medea* s ivrongs, 
*• Daft novo fufpind the period of her v:oes, [Exit Med." 

Jaf, Celellial prefence, 1 adore thy greatnefs ; 
Yet thy tremendous voice, which rocks thefe bulwarks, 
Appals not me, who bid deftrudion welcome ! 
Hope, whirK cements the llrufture of the heart. 
From mine is moulder*d, and defpair is lodg'd 
Within the ruins. [Hcfalin. 

Enter Lycander, 

Lye. Gods ! what new reverfe 
Hath caft the firft of heroes to the earth ? 
Thy mariners expe^ thee ; hafte away» 
Too high the ferment rifes ! Ohi recall 
Theano's laii prefage of black events ! 
The wild impatience of religiousj-age 
Stings ev'ry bofom! * Our Corinthian dames 

• Range through the flreets with torches in their hands, 

• Invoking Juno, hymeneal Juno ! 

• An impulfe more than natural direfts 

' Thofe armed numbers to fome hideous ad ! 

• They breathe demoniac fury on the palace 1 

'Should 
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' Should Creon meet them he muil fall/ Rife, prince ; 
I muft attend thy flight. Our timely abfence 
Will fave our flreeta from homicide ! . 

Jaf. No, death may reach me too ! 

Lye. For pity — Ha ! the fkies 
Share in our tumult, and a bloody veif 
Hangs o'er thff fick'ning fun ! The air wheels round us ! 
Grim Neptune yonder Ihakes his ftormy trident! 
Why heaves the loofeh'd rock? Why drop thefe clouds 
In threatening murmurs from>thcir duiky folds 
Streak'd with fuh)hureous gleams ? 

\Tbunderj lightnings and tbtftage darken* d^ 

Jaf. [rijing] This.fuits my. foul 
For ics infernal journey all prepared, 
A pale attendant on my children's ghofls 
In Tartarus to dwell, while they repofe 
In bleft Elyfium ! 

Firfi Cole, Look, the holy priellefsf 
Breaks from the palace in diforder'd hafte. 
And to her temple flies ! In conflcrnation 
Old ^fon too is nigh. 

Enter ^fon and Theflallans. 

jEf, My, ion I my fon ! 

yaf. If thou doft bring frefh evils thou art welcome ! 

jE/, We found the harden'd king ! My words were 
vam. 
So were Theano's ! With a defp'rate band. 
Of life regardlefs, and contemning Juno, 
Againft her grove he fallies ! 

Creon. \behind the/cenes'] Since no longer 
You dread my ibeptei*, you (hall feel my fvvord ; 
J Which o'er your mangled carcafes (hall hew 

• Its pxirple paiiage to chaftife ihe author 

* Of this revolt, and chace barbarians hence. 

Lye, The king's rafh voice. He charges. 

[JJhout nxjithin. 

JEf, Hideous roar ! [Tbunder and lightning. 

O Jove, be merciful ! 

Lye, He gives the fignal. 
And ihows Uie tumult through thofe livid flames ! 
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Jaf, I hear the clang of af ms ! UhmovM and cold. 
My heart reje6ls that once-enliv'ning found. 
And fighs for diflblution ! Paufe awhile. 
Sad fpirit, till Medea's fate is known. 
Then prompt my fword to juftice on myfelf ! 

^J\ That ihout denounces triumph ! 

Lye. Yes, and fafety. 
To all but Creon. Give the torrent way ! 

Enter Corinthians. 

Firft Cor. Where is the honoured prieftefs ? We will 
bring 
If (he fo wills, the facrilegiojis head 
Gf our flain tyrant to her lacred feet ! 

Lye, Be lilent all ! Theano fiom the goddeis 
To this afTembly moves ! Night flies before her ;, 
Earth, feas,. and heav'ns are calmed 1 

Enter Theano. 

Thea. Ye fons of Corinth, 
Gld men of Colchis and Theflalians, hear ! 
At length the gods reftrain their vengeful rod ! 
The dreadful icene is clos'd ! lolchian prince. 
Thou from ^Eetes' daughter art disjoined 1 
Look^ where the goddels through th'aerial champais. 
Sends in a chariot drawn by winged dragons. 
That all-tranfcending woman into climes 
Remote, but whither is from thee conceal'd ! 

\Tbtmder. 
" Enter Medea in a chariot. 

** Med. Fine breathing couriers through the fields ofair^ . 
** Arr eft your courfe obedient to this ivand; 
** M / lAjhat detains me longer in the fight 
•* Of hateful Corinth F but on thee to cafi 
** A parting look^ and fome forgi'ving tears, 
** Shed on thy errors ^ J^Jhn — Oh farenjuell! 
*• Conftrain'd by Juno and my parent gods, 
** IVho have fubdiC d my anger ^ not my griefs 
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** O^er/eoi and earth to luander and ixplort 
**- The de'vious flips ofdiftiny 1 go. [ Thunder^ 

" [Exit in the chariot.'* 
^Jaf, Heav'n guide her fortunes. This (hall govern 
mine. {Offers to fall on his/ijuord, hut is prevented* 
Thea, Unmanly defjpcration ! Will the ^rave 
Hide thy difgrace, or lU-tongu'd rumour die. 
When thou art aHies ? No. Recall thy manhood ! 
Thou haft a father's kingdom to redeem 1 
Go, fave a nation ! Thefc afflidled maids, 
Thefe aged Colchians to their homes reftore. 
Thus fhall the cenfure, which thy frailty merits. 
Be chang'd to bleflings on thy gen'rous deeds. 
And time's light finger loofen from thy breaii 
Its root of care> till peace of mind return ! [Exeunt cmneu 
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^J^HE tragic mu/e, re^o^hing many a fagi 
-^ Of timers long rut/rdt draivn from ivery ag$^ 
^orms not her plans on low or trivial deeds ^ 
-^ut marks the ftriking t ■ PFhen fame hero hleedt 
^0 fave bis countrjy then her powers infpin^ 
Jind fouls congenial catch the patriot fire^^ ■■ ■ ■ 
When bold opprejjion grinds a fuffering land ; 
-When the keen dagger gleams in murder* s hand % 
When blacky confpirdcy infeSs the throng ; 
^r fell re'vengefits brooding o^er his turong ; 
Then lAjalks Jhe forth in terror ; at her frown 
'Guilt Jbrinks appaWd^ tho* feated on a throne^ 
3ut the racked foul when dark fufpicions rend, 
•When brothers hate^ and fons ^with fires contend^ 
When clajhing inter efls war eternal wage ; 
And lovcy the tendereft pajfiouy turns to rage ; 
Then grief on every wfage Jhands impreft^ 
And pity throbs in every feeling hreafi : 
HopCy fear^ and indignation rife by turnSf 
And the firing fcene with various pafjion burns » 
^uch is our tale, ■ "Nor blujh if tears Jhould flow % 
^hey^re virtue* s tribute paid to hufkan vjoe^ 
Such drops new lafire to bright eyes impart $ 
T'be flent witnefs of a tender heart : 
^uch drops adorn the nobkft helr6*s cheeky 
And paint his wwth^ inftr^kes that more thanfpeak : 
Hot he who canncrt wrep^ but he vaho can^ 
Shews the great fouU and proves himfelf a man, 

Tet do not idly grieve at others pain. 
Nor let the tears of nature fall in vain : 
Watch the tlofe crimes from whence their ills hav9 grown^ 
And fr^m their Jrailtits learn to mend^our cum. 

A t Dramatu 
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A C T I. 



Enter Curtius a/id Pollhumius. 

CURTIUS. 

TH E R E's (bmething of magnificence about us 
1 have not feen at Rome. But you can tell me. 
\^Gaj^s rouua. 

Toft. Tfue: hither fen ton former cmbaflies, 
I know this fplendid court of Macedon^ 
And haughty Philip, well. 

Cut. His pride prefumes 
To treat us here like fubjeds, more than RoaianSy 
More than ambalTadorSy who, in our bofoms, 
Bear peace and war, and throw him which we plea(c. 
As Jove his ftorm, or funlhine, on his creatures. 

Foft. This Philip only, fmcc Rome's glory rofe, 
Preferves his grandeur, to the name of king ; 
Like a bold ftar, that (hews its fires by day. 
The Greek, who won the world, was fent before him^ 
As the grey dawn before the blaze of noon : 
Philip had ne'er been conquered but by Rome ; 
And what can fame fay more of mortal man I 

Cur, 1 know his public character. 

Poft, It pains me 
To turn my thought on his domeftic ilate. 
There Philip is no god ; but pours his heart. 
In ceafelefs groans, o'er his contending fons j 
And pays the fecret tax of mighty men 
To their mortality. 

Cur, But whence the llrife, 

A 3 Which 
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Which thas afflids him ? 

Poft, From this Philip's bed 
Two Alexanders fpring. 

Cwr. And but one world ? 
'Twill never do. 

Poft. They both are bright ; but one 
Benignly bright, as fiars to mariners ; 
And one a comet, with malignant blaze. 
Denouncing ruin. 

Cur\ You mean Peifeas. 

Poft. True. 
The younger Ton Demetrin5, yoa well know^ 
Was bred at Rome, our hoftage from his fatherv 
Soon after, he was fent ambaflador. 
When Philip fear'd the thunder of our arms. 
Rome's manners won him, and his manners Rome i; 
Who granted peace, declaring (he forgave^ 
To his high worth, the conduftof his father. 
This gave him all the hearts of Macedon ; 
Which, join'd to his high patronage from Bome» 
Inflames his jealous brother. 

Cur. Glows there not 
A fecond brand of enmity ? 

Poft^ O yes ; 
The fair Erixene. 

Cur. I've partly heard 
Her fmother'd ftory. 

Poft. Smother'd by the king^; 
And wifely too : bat thou (halt hear it all. 
Noe feals^ oi adamant, not mountains wbelm'd 
On guilty fecrets, can exclude the day. 
Long burnt a fixt hereditary hate. 
Between the crowns of Macedon and Thrace ; 
The fword by both too much indulg'd in blood. 
Philip, at length,, prevailed ; he took, by night. 
The town, and palace, of his deadly foe ; 
Rufh*d thro' the flames, which he had kindled rounds 
And flew him, bold in vain : nor refled there ; 
But, with unkingly cruelty, deftroy'd 
Two little fons within their mother's arms ; 
Thus meaning to tread out thofe fparks of war-. 
Which might one day flame up to ftrong revenge. 

Tk 



T-H E B R O T H E R8. r. 

The queen, thro* grief, on her dead fons expired. 
One child alone furviv'd : a female infant^ 
Amidft thefe horrors, in the cradle fmird. 

Cur. What of that infent? 

Poft, Stung with (harp remorfe, 
The vidVpr took, and gave her to his queen. 
The child was bred, and honoured, as her own ; 
She grew, ftc bloomM \ and now her eyes repay 
Her brother's wounds, on Philip's rival Tons. 

Cur, Is then Erixene that Thracian child } 
How juft the Gods I from out that ruin'd houft 
He took a brand, to fet his own on fire. 

P^f Vo ^ive thee, friend, thie whole in miaiAturti' ; 
This is thie picture of great Philip's tourt : 
The proud, but melancholy kino;, on high, 
Majeftic fits, like Jove enthron*a in darkAefsi 
His fons are as the thunder in his hand \ 
Akd the fair Thracian princefs is a ftar, 
IhMX fparkks by, and gild« the folemn fcene, 

Tis thejr great day, fupreme of all their year. 
The fathM liiftratibn of their martial powers j 
Thence, for our audience^ chofen by the king* 
If he provokes a war, his empire (hakes, 
And all her lofty glories nod to ruin. 

Cur. Who comes ? 

Poft. O, that's the jealous elder brother ; . 
Irregular in manners, as in form. 
Obferve the fire, high birth, and empire, kindle f 

Cur. He holds his conferencewich much emotion. 

P£/?. The brothers both can talk, and^ in their turns^^* 
Have borne away the prize of eloquence 
At Athens. Shun his walk ; our own debate 
Is now at hand. We'll fcek his lion (ire. 
Who dares to frown on us, his conquerors; . 
And carries fo inuch monarch on his brow. 
As if he'd fright us with the wounds we gave him. 

[Exeunt. 
Enter Pf rfeus and Pericles. 

Per, Tis empire ! Empire ! Empire I Let that word 
Make facred all I do, :0r can attempt ! 

A. 4, Had- 
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Had I been born a flave, I ihoald afFed it ! 
My nature's fiery, and, of courfe, afpires. 
Who gives an empire, by the gift defeats 
All end of giving ; and procures contempt 
Inftead of gratitude. An empire loft, 
Deflroy'd, would lefs confound me, than relign'd. 
Peru. But are you fure Demetrius will attempt ? 
Per, Why does Rome court him ? For his virtues? 
No; 
To fire him to dominion : to blow up 
A civil war ; then to fupport him in it : 
He gains the name of king, and Rome the power. 
Periu This is, indeed, the common art of Rome. ' 
Per, That fource of juflice thro* the won d'ring world ! 
His youth and valour fecond Rome's defigns : 
The firft impels him to prefumptuous hope ; 
The laft fupports him in it. Then his perfon ! 
Thy hand, O nature, has made bold with mine 
Yet more ; what words diflil from his red lip. 
To gull the multitude ! and they make kings. 
Ten thoufand fools, knaves, cowards, lump'd toget]ier» 
Become all wife, all righteous, and almighty. 
Nor is this all : the foolifli l^hracian maid 
Prefers the boy to me. 

Perk, And does that pain yon ? 
Per. O Pericles, to death. It is moft true. 
Thro' hate to hinv, and not thro' love for her, 
I paid my firft addreifes ; but became 
The fool I feign'd : my lighs are now fincere. 
It fmarts ; it burns : O that 'twere fiction ftill ! 
By heaven fhe feems more beauteous than dominion ! . 

Peric, Dominion, and the princefs, both are loft, 
Unlefs you gain the king. 

Per. But how to gain him ? 
Old men love novelties ; the laft arriv'd 
, Still pleafes beft ; the youngeft fteals their fmiles. 
Peric. Dymas alone can work him to his pleafure; 
Firft in efteem, and keeper of his heart. 

Per, To Dymas thou ; and win him to thy will. 
In the mean time. Til feek my double rival ; 
Curb his prefuniption, and ercft myfelf 
In all the dignity of birth before him. 

Whatever 
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Whatever can ftir the blood, -or fway the mind. 
Is now at (lake ; and double is the loO, 
When an inferior bears away the prize. 

Peric* Your brother, drefs'd for the folemnity. 

Per, To Dymas fly ! gain him, and think on this • 
A prince indebted, is a fortune made. [Exit Pericles. 

Enter Demetrius. 

Dem, How, brother ! unattir'd ! Have you forgot 
What pomps are due to this illuftrious day ? 

Per, I am no gewgaw, for the throne to gaze at : 
Some are defign'd by nature but for fliew ; 
The tinfel and the feather of mankind. 

Dem, Brother, of that no more : for (hame, gird on 
Your glitt'ring arms, and look like any Roman. 

Per, No, brother ; let the Romans look like me. 
If they're ambitious. — But, I pr'ythce, (land ; 
Let me gaze on thee : — no inglorious figure I 
More Romano y as it ought to be. 
But what is this that dazzles my weak fight ? 
There's funfhine in thy beaver*. 

Dem, *Tis that helmet 
Which Alexander wore at^Graiiicus* 

Per, When he fuWih'd the world ? Ha ! . is't not fo ? 
What world had thott*fubdi>'d ? O^ yes ; the fair^ 
Think'ft thou there could- inMacedon be found. 
No brow might fuitthar golden blaze, but thine ? 

Dem. I wore it but to grace this facred day : 
Jar not for trifits*. 

Per, Nothing is a trifle 
That argues the prefumption of the fouL 

Dem, 'Ti«»they prefume, who know not- to defer ve» 

Per, Or who, deferving, fcom fuperior merit. 

Dim. Who combats with a brother, wounds himfelf ; 
Wave private wrath, and ru(h upon the foes 
Of Macedonia. 

Per, No ; I would not wound . 
Demetrius* friends. 

Dem. Demetrius' friends ! 

Per. The Romans. 
You copy Hannibal, our great ally I 

As Say, 
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Say, at what altar was yoa fworn: their ibe ? 
Peace-making brother f Wherefore bring you peace. 
But to prevent my glory frofli the field ? 
The peace yoo bring, was meant as war to me. 

Dem. Peffeas, be bold when danger's all oar own : 
War now, were war with Philip more than Rome. 

Per. Come, you love peace i that fair cheek hates a 
fear. 
Yon that admire the Romans, break the bridge 
With Codes, or with Cartius leap the gulph ^ 
And league not with the vices of our fbes.r 

Detn. What vices ? 

Per. With their women, and their wits. 
Your Idol Lselius, Lselius the polite. 
I hear. Sir, you take wing, and mount in metre. 
Terence has own'd your aid, your comrade Terence^ 
God-like ambition ! Terence there the (lave ! 

Deni. At Athens bred, and to the arts a foe ? 

Per. At Athens bred, and borrow arts from Rome ? 

Dem. Brother, I've done : let our contention ceaic : 
Our mother ihadders at it in her grave. 
And how has Philip mourn'd ? a dreadful foe. 
And awful king ; but, O, the tend'refl parent 
That ever wept in fondnefs o'er a child ! 

Per. Why, ay ; go tell your father ; fondly throw 
Your arms around him ; (Iroke him to your purpofe. 
As you are wont : I boafl not fo much worth ; 
I am no pi^ure, by the doating eye 
To befurvey'd, and hung about his neck. 
I fight his battles j that's all I can do. 
But if you boaft a piety iincere ; 
Ohc way you may lecure your father's peace : 
And one alone* Refign Erixene. 

Dem, You flatter me, to think her in my power. 
We run our fates together ; you deferve. 
And fhe can judge ; proceed we then like friends. 
And he who gains her heart, and gains it fairly. 
Let him enjoy his gen'rous rival's too. 

Per, Smooih-fpv-aking, uniincere infuhing boy t 
Is then my crown ufurpi but half thy crime } 
Defift ; or by the gods that finile on blood I 

I Not 
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Not thy fine form, nor yet thy boalled peace» 
Nor patronizing Rome, nbrthilip'a tears. 
Nor Alexander^ pelmet ; no, nor more. 
His radiant foroi, flioald it alight in thunder. 
And fpread itB new'divinity between us, 
JSl^oUid fave a brother from a brother's fury. 

[Exit Perfeus, 
Dm. How's this? the waves ne'er ran thus higk 
before. 
Refign thee! yes, Erixene^ with life. 
Thou in whoie eyf s, fo modefl, and fo bright. 
Love ever wakes, and keeps a veftal fire. 
Ne'er fhall I wean my fond, fond heart from thee» 
Bbt Perfeus warns me to roufe all my powers. 
M yet I float in dark uncertainty ; 
For tho' (hefmile^, I found not her defigns : 
I'll dy, fall, tremble, weep upon her feet; 
And learn (b all ye gods 1) my final doom ! 
My father ! ha ! and on his brow deep thought. 
And pale concern ! kind heav'n afiuage his iorrows. 
Which ftrike a damp thro* all my flames of love. 

[Exi'f. 
Enter King ani^ Antigonus. 

• King, Kings of their envy cheat a foolifh world : 

* Fate gives us all in fpite, that we alone 

* Might have the pairt of knowing all is nothing. 

* The fceming means of blifs but heighten woe, - 
« When impotent to make their promife good : 

* Hence, kings, at leaft, bid faireft to be wretched/ 
jfnt. True, Sir; 'tis empty, or tormenting, all. 

The days of life are fitters; all alike. 
None juft the fame ; which ferves to fool us on • 
Thro' blafted hopes, with change of fallacy : 
While joy is like to-morrow, ftill to come ; 
Nor ends the fruitlefs chace but in the grave. 

King, Ay, there Antigonus, this pain will ceafe, 

* Which meets me at the banquet ; haunts my pillow ; 

* Nor, by the din of arms, is frighted from me.' 
Cdn/cience, what art thou ? thou tremendous power I 
Who doll inhabit us without our leave ; 

And art, within ourfelves, another felf, 

A 6 Aihafter 
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A maftei felf, that loves to domineer, * 

And treat the monarch frankly as the (lave. 
How doft thou light a torch to diftant deeds ? 
Make the pall, prcfent ; and the future^ frown ? 
How, ever and anon, awake the foul, 
As with a peal of thunder, to flrange horrors. 
In this long reftlefs dream, which idiots hug. 
Nay, wife men flatter with the name of life ? 

Jnt. You think too much. 

King, I do not think at all : ^ [ 

The gods impofe, the gods inflif^, my thoughts ; ' 
And paint my dreams with images of dread. 
Laft night, in fleep, I faw the Thraciair queen. 
And her two murder'd fons. She frown'd upon me. 
And pointed at their wounds. How throbb'd my heart ^ 
How (hook my couch ? and when the morning came» 
The formidable piaure ftill fubfifted. 
And (lowly vaniih'd from my waking eye,. 
1 fear fome heavy vengeance hangs m air. 
And confcious deities infufe thefe thoughts. 
To warn my foul of her approaching doom. 
The gods are rigid when they weigh fuch deeds 
As fpeak a ruthlcfs heart ; they meafure blood 
By drops, and bate not one in the repay. 
Could infants hurt me ? 'Twas not like a king. 

j^nt. My lord, I do confefs the gods are with us ; 
Stand at our fide in every aft of life ; 
And on our pillow watch each fecret thought ; 
Nay, fee it in its embryo, yet unborn. 
But their wrath ceafes on remorfe for guilt ; 
And well I know your forrows touch your fons i 
Nor is it po(fible but time muil quench 
Their flaming Ipirits, in a father's tears. 

King, Vain comfort t I this moment overheard 
My jarring fons with fury (hake my walls. 
Ah ! why my curfe from thofe, that ought to blefs me ? 
7'he queen of Thrace can anfwer that fad queflion.. 
She had two fons ; but two : and fo have I. 
Misfortune flands with her bow ever bent 
Over the world ; and he who wound« another^ 
I>iieaa the goddefs by that pan he wounds, 

WEcre 
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Where taftrikedcep her arrows in himfelf. 

Ant. I own, I think it time your fons receive 
A father's awful counfel ; or, while here, 
Now weary nature calls for kind repofe, 
Your curtains will be fliaken with their broils ; 
And when you die, fons blood may (lain your tomb. 
But other cares demand you now : the Romans. 

King, O change of pain ! the Romans? perifh Rome f 
Thrice happy they, who deep in humble life^ 
Beneath the dorm ambition blows. 'Tis meet 
The great fliould have the fame of happinefs, 
The confolation of a little envy ; 
'Tis all their pay, for thofe fuperior cares, 
Thofe pangs of heart, their vaflals ne'er can feel. 
Where are thefe ftrangers ! Firft Til hear their tale; 
Then talk in private with my fons. 

Ant. But how 
Intends my lord to make his peace with Rome ? 

King. Rome calls me fiery : let her find me fo! 

Ant. O Sir, forbear! too late you felt Rome's 
power. 

King> Yes ; and that reafon flings me more than 
ever, 
To curfe, and hate, and hazard all again fl her. 

Ant. Hate her too much to give her battle now; 
Nor to your godlike valour owe your ruin. 
Greece, ThefTaly, lllyrium, Rome has feiz'd ; 
Your treafures walled, and your phalanx thinn'd t 
Shoiild file proceed, and (Irike at Macedon, 
What would be left of empire ? 

King. Philip: all. 
I'll take my throne. Send iirtlvefe foreigners. 

SCENE dratjosj and di/co*vers a magnificent throne. Per- 
feus, Demetrius, covrti^rs. See. attending Pofthumius 
stnd Curtius ; the Roman ambajfadors enter. Trumfett 
found. The King ajcends the throne. 

Pofl. Philip of Macedon, to thofe complaints 
Our friends groan out, and yoo have heard at large,. 

Rone 
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Rome now e^^pc^ an'anfwer. « SJ^q £u jadge,- ' 
And will )^ay^ iiglH oo earth. 

King. Expe<^ an ^nfwer I - 
I fo Ihall anfwcr, as becomes a king. . . 

Poft, Or more. Sir ; as becomes a fricpd of Roinc/ 

I^ing. Or Alexander's heir^ xxt rife ftill higher. 
But to the purpofe. Thus a kinfg to thofe 
That would niak^king$, and puff them out at pleafoie; 
Has Philip done amifs? ^Twas yoa prorokMhim. 
My cities, which defi^ned in n?y wars, 
I thought jt x^eet to ponifh : you deny'd me. 
When I had fhook the walls of Marena, 
You pluckt me thepce, and took the taken town» 
Then you fent word I ihonld retire froip Greece^ » 
A cpnque^'at my dpor, by nature mine ; 
And faid, here end tjiy realnj ; as ye were gods ! 
Ahd gods ye Ihall be, ere Rome hambles me. 
All this is done ; yet Philip is your friend ! 
If this buys friendftiipf where can ye £nd foes ? ' 
In what regard will ftern Rome look upon me ? • 
1/ as a friend ; too precious let me hold 
Her owjti eileem) to call a fiain 09 mine: 
If as an enemy, let her proceed. 
And do as (he has done ; ihe needs no more. ' 

Pcfi. The Romans do no wrong ; yet ilill arc m^o ; * 
And if to-day, an error thwarts their purpofe. 
To-morrow fets it right. U Philip loves 
Dominion, and the pride that waits on kings, 
(Of which, perhaps, his words too flrongly favour) 
jkumility to Rome will lead him to it. 
She can give more than common kings can gorem. 

King, Than common kings ? ambafTador ! reinembef 
Cannae — Where firft my fword was flufht with blood. 

Dem, My lord, forbear. \^Afiii to tbt King. . 

King. And Hannibal Hill lives. 
, Pcfi. Becai^fe he fled, at Capua. 

King. There indeed, 
I was not with him. 
• Poft, Therefore he fled alone— 
Since thus you treat us. — Hear another charge. 
Why here detain yon, prifooer of your power. 

His 
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HU daag1iter» who wai once Rome's good ally; 
The king of Thrace t why is Ae not relkorM^ 
For our next meeting you'll provide an anfwcr. 
What now haa paA, for his fake we forgive. 

[ P9httiHg to Detnctriua.. 
But mark' this well : there liea fome litrle diAance» 
Philip, between a Roman and a king. [£;m««/ Romania. 

JTyW. How fay'ft, unfceptred hoafter I this to me ! 
With Hknnibal I cleft von Alpine rocks ; 
With Hannibal choak'd Thralymene with Aanghter ; 
But, O the night of Can nae'a ragi ng field ! 
When half tl^ Roman (enate lay in blood 
Without our tent, and groan'd, as we carousM ! 
Immortal gods ! for fuch another hour ! 
Then throw my carcaft to the dog^ of Rome* 

jint. Sir, you forget your foas* 

King, Let all withdraw. 

[Exeunt all but the King^ bis t*wp JoMt, anJ Antigonw^ 
Two palfions only take up all my ibul ; 
Hatred to Rome, and tenidernefs to them. 
Draw near, my fons, and liften to my age. 
By what has ^aft^ you fee the flate of things. 
Foreign alliance mu(l a king fecure ; 
And iniblence fuftain to ferve his power. 
And if alliances with Rome are needful. 
Much more among ourfelves. If I muft bear, 
Unmov'd, an infult from a Granger's brow. 
Shall not a brother bear a brother^s look 
Without impatience ? whither all this cend«, 
I'm forry that your confcious hearts can tell you : 
Is it not mod fevere? two fons alone 
Have crown'd my bed ; and they two are not brothers*- 
Look here, and, from my kind regards to you. 
Copy fuch looks as you fhould bear each other. 
Why do I figh ? do you not know, my fons ? 
And if you do — O let me figh no more ! 
Let thefe white hairs put in a claim to peace! 

' Per, Henceforth, my fole contention with my brother 
Is this ; which beft obeys our Father'swill. 

Dem. Father, if fim pie nature ever fpeaks 
In her own language, fcorning ufelefs words ; 

You 
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You fee her now ; fhe Avells into my eyes, 
I take thee to my heart : I fold th«e in it. 

{Embracing Pcrfetti* 
Oar father bids, and that we drank one milk. 
Is now the fmallell motive of my love. 

King, Antigonus, the joy their mother felt 
When they were born, was faint to what I feel. . 

Dem. See, brother, if he does not weep ! his Iov« 
Runs o'er in venerable tears,^ I'm rude ; 
But nature will prevail — My king ! my father! 

Per. Now cannot I let fall a fmgle tear, [4fidt. 

King, See ! the good man has caught it too. 

jint. Such tears. 
And fuch alone, be fhed in Macedonia I 

King. Be not thou, Perfeus, jealous of thy brother j 
Nor thou, Demetrius, prone to give him caufc ; 
Nor either think of empire till Fm dead. 
You need not ; you reign now : my heart is you-rs. 
Sheath your refentments in your father's peace; 
Come to my bofom both, and fwear it there. 

[Embracing his /onf» 

Ant. Look down^ ye gods, and change me, if yoift 
can. 
This fight for one more lovely. What fo fweet^ 
So beautifiU, on earth, and, ah ! fo rare^ 
Aft kindred love, and family repofe ? 
This, this alliance, Rome, will quite undo thee 
See this, proud eailern monarchs 1 and look pale! 
Armies are routed ; realms o'er-run by this. 

King. Or if leaguM worlds fuperior forces bring^^ 
I'd rather die a father than a king. 
Fathers alone, a father's heart can know;. 
What fccret tides of flill enjoyment flow,. 
When brothers love : but if their hate fuccccds. 
They wage the war; but 'tis the father bleeds. 



ACT 
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ACT II. 

Enter Pbrssus. 

Perseus. 

WHY loiters my ambaflador to Dymas? 
His greatnefs will not Aire prefume to fcora 
A friendlhip ofFer*d from an heir of empire. 
Sot Pericles returns. 

Enter Pericles. 

Is Dymas ours ? 
Peric. He's cautious, Sir, he's fubtle, he's a courtier. 
Dymas is now for you, now for your Brother ; 
For boih, and neither : he's a fummer-infedl 
And loves the funfhine : on his gilded wings, 
While the fcales waver, he'll fly doubtful round you ; 
And (ng his flatteries to both alike : 
The fcales once fix'd, he'll fettle on the winner^ 
And fwear his pray'rs drew down the vidlory — 
But what fuccefs had you. Sir, with your brother ? 

Per, All, all my hopes arc at the point of death ! 
The boy triumphant keeps his hold in love : 
He's ever warbling nonfenfe in her ear, 
With all the intoxication of fuccefs. 
Darknefs inclofes me ; nor fee I light 
' From any quarter dawn, but from his death. 

Peric, Why flart at his death, who refolves on yours? 
Per, Refolves on mine ! 
Peric, Have you not mark'd the princefs ? 
You have : with what abeam of majefty 
Her eye flrikes faC^cd awe I it fpeaks her mind 
Exalted as it is. Whom loves (he then ? 
Demetrius? no-; Rome's darling; who no doubt, 
Dares court her with yoar empire. And (hall Perfeus 
Survive that lofs ?— Thus he refolves your death. 
Per, Moft true. VS'hat crime then to ftrike firft J 
but how? 
Or when ? or where ? iD Pericles ! allifl me. 

Pirtc 
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Peric, 'Tis dangerous. 

Per. The fitter then for mp. 

Peric, Wait an occafion that befi^iends yourwtibes*- 

Per, Go, Fool, and teach a cataract to creep ! 
Can third of empire, vengeance, beauty, wail } 

Peric, In the mean time,' accept a ftratagem 
That muft fecure your empire, or your love. 
Your brother's Roman friendfbips gall no lefs. 
The king, tlianyou ; he dreads their confequence*- 
Dymas hates Rome; and Dymas has a daughter. 
How can the king fo powcrfolly fix 
Demetrius* faith, as by his marriage there ? 
For Dymaj, thus, Rome's fworn, eternal foe,, 
Becomes a fpy upon his private life. 
And furety for his conduft* 

Per. True— but thus 
Gur art defeats itfelf. My brother gains 
The favourite, and fo ftrengthens in his treafon. 

Peric. Think you, he'll wed her? No;, the piia-*- 
cefs* «y^ 
Makes no fuch fhor.t Hv'd conqueft. He^ll refafCr. 
And thus efiSedi what I have drove in vain : 
Yes, he'll r^fufe.; and Dymas in his wrath^; 
Will lift £^T us, ax^d. vengeance — Then the king' 
Will, doubtlefs, ipuch refenthis {bn's^refufal ; 
And thus we kindle, the whole court .again&hin^* 

Per. My precious friend, L, thank thee. I take wing'*. 
On ardent hope : J think it trannot faiL' ' 

Go, make thy court to Dymai with.ihis fcheme : : 

[Exit PericlcSi . 
BegQne— Erixene !— I'll feed her pride [Looking out^ * 
Once more, but not expend my breath in vain. . 
This meeting Itamps unalterable fate«. 
I. will wed her, .or vengeance. . 

Enter Erixene «»^ DeKa.- 

O Erixene ! 
O princefs ! colder than your Thn^cianfnpws \ 
See Perfeus, who ne'er ftoop'd bi^x to the Goda^, . 
Proftraie before you. fame, and empire fue. 
Wiiy haveXjconqucf'd— Biitbecaufe you'irc fair. 

What's. 
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What's empire— but^a title to zdprc you. 
Why do I number in mylineage high 
Heroes and gods ?— That you, fcarce left diyine> 
Without a.bla(h may liften to my vows* 
My anceflor fubda'd the world. I dare 
Beyond his pride, and graTp at more, ia yoq* 
Obdurate maid ! or turn, or I expire. 

£Hx, If love, my lord, is choice^ who loves in vairsi 
Should blame himfelf alone; and if 'tis fate, 
'Tis f;ite in all : why then your blame on me ?. 
My crown's precarious, thro' the chance of war; 
But fure my heart's my owit*. Each villager 
Is queen of her alFcdiona, and can vent 
Her arbitrary fighs where-e'ec' (he pleafes. 
Shall then the daughter of a race of kings> ■ ■ ■ 

Per. Madam, you juHIy blame the chance of wars. 
The gods have been unkind: I am-not fo. 
No! Fer(eua» comes to counter- balance fate, 
Thrace ne'er was conqucr'd,— 4f you fmilcoa me*- 
Silent 1 obdjmitf AilM as CQld af deaikl 
But 'tis Demetrius. 

Erix. Prince« I take your meaning. 
But if you truly think his worth pcevailff 
How ftrange ifr.y^Mir requed! 

Per. No, Madam, no; 
Tho' love has hurt my mind, I ilill can judge- 
What fprings controul the paffions of the great»< 
Ambition is firftminifter of date ;. 
I^ove's.bttt a fecond in the cabinet : 
Korean he feather there his unfledg'd (haft 
But from ambition's wing : but you conceive 
More fanguine hopes from him whom Rome fupportit. 
Than me; You view Demetrius on my throne ; 
And thence he (bines indeed, his charms from thence 
Tranfpierce your foul, enamour'd of dominion. 

Erixf Why now you (hew me your profound eileesalr* 
Demetrius' guilt alone has charms for. me; 
*Tis not the princes but traitor wins my love* 
Such infttlts are not brook'4 by roya! minds, 
£[Qwe'er their fortunea.ebb ^a&4 ^j^o' Lmouxnj^ 

Ak»i 
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An orphan, and a captive* Gods there are 
Fear then an orphan's and a captive's wrong. 

Fer, Your cruel treatment of my paffion 
Bat ril not talk — This, Madam; only this — 
Think not the caufe, the carfed caufe of all. 
Shall laugh fecure, and triumph in my pangs. 
No; by the torments of an heart on fire. 
She gluts my vengeance, who defrauds my love ! {Exit, 

Erix. What have I done ? In what a whirlwind tagc 
Has fnatch'd him hence on ill? I frown onPerfeus, 
And kill Demetrius. 

DeL Madam, fee the prince. 

Enter Demetrius. 

Erix. Ah, prince ! the tempeft, which fo long ha» 
lour'd. 
Is now full ripe>, and burfling o*er your head. 
This moment Perfeus' malice flam'd before me ; 
Vi^lorious rage broke thro* his wonted guard. 
And menac'd, lord, your ruin. Fly, O fly I 
This inllant. 

Dem, To what refuge ? ^ 

Erix. Rome extends 
Her longing arms to clafp you for her own. 

Dem, Madam, 'tis prudent; I confefs it is: 
But is it loving as true lovers ought. 
To bt fo very prudent in our loves ? 
I boaft not fo much wifdom : I prefer 
Death at your feet, before the world without yoo» 

Erix, In danger thus extreme 

Dem, Oh ! moft belov'd ! 
Lov'd you, like me, like me would you difcern 
That I but execute my brother's purpofe 
By fuch a flight. At that his clamour, rage. 
And menace aim ; to chafe a rival hence. 
And keep the field alone. Oh ! (hall I leave him 
To gaze whole days ; to learn to read your eye ; 
To lludy your delights, to chide the wind's 
Too rude approach ; to bid the ground be fmooth j 
To fallow, like your fliadow, where you go ; 

Tread 
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Tfead in yoar fteps $ perhaps-^to touch year hand ! 

O death ! to minifter in lictle things ; 

From half a glaftce to proph«fy your will. 

And do ity ere well fcrm'd in your own mind ! 

Gods ! Gods ! while worlds divide me from my princefs^ 

That, fhould (he call, Demetrius might grow old. 

Ere he could reach her feet. 

Erit. If Pcrfeus' love 
Pains you, it pains me more« Is your heart griev'df 
Mine is tormented : but iince Philip's felf 
Is love's great advocate, a flat refufal 
But blows their rage, and haflens your deftmdlion* 
Had I not that to fear ! were you fecure ! 
I'd eafe my bofom of its full difdain. 
And da(h this bold prefumer to his birth. 
But he the grand proceffion. 

Dem. We muft join it. 

JSnfer the Kuig, Perfeus, Romans, Antigonus, l^c, 

JCing, Let the proceflion halt! and here be paid, 
feefore yon flaming altar ; thanks to Heav'n> 
That brings U3 fafe to this aufpicious day ! 
The great luflr&tion of our martial powers, 
Which from its diflant birth, to prefent time. 
Unfolds the glories of this antient empire. 
And throngs the pride of ages in an hour. 

Pofl. What figure's that, O Philip! which precedes ? 

[Painting* 

'King. The founder of our empire, furious fon 
Of great Alcides. We're ally'd to Heaven ; 
Andyou, I chink, call Romulus a god. 
That, Philip, fecond of our name | and here, 
O bend with awe to him, whofe red right hand 
Hurl'd proud Darius like a ftar from Heaven, 
With lefler lights aronnd him, flaming down. 
And bid the laurel'd fohs of Macedon 
Drink their own Ganges. 

Fir. Give him his helmet, brother. 

[AJiik to Dimetrtui. 
Xhg. 
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i^King. ^oa lead the troops that Join in 4itt>ck En- 
counter : 
And in no other way yoo -evsr OMet ! X^o hisfim. 

'But march one way, and drlv^ the^world^beforeyoa. 
The viAor, as our antienc rices decree, 
Muft hold a feaft, and triumph in the bowl* 

Dem, I long, my lord, to fee the chaifge Im^in : 
The brandiih'dfaulchion, and thedaihing; heSn, 
The' but in fport, it* is a iport for men. 
■Haw Alexander thur^began his fatlie, 
And overthrew Dariusy^ftrft, at iMHiie. 
"We'll praftircVer the plans of ihtnrec^nqaefts^ 
While neigWring natious trdmble at ourplay^ 
And own the fault in fortune, not in ns. 
That we but' want a foe to be^mmortal. 

Per. You have fupply'd my wants; I thaifk yoo^ 
brother. 

King^ How vain all outward^effbrt to fupply 

\Rifing'^nd Uming fkfwards* M^fic* 
*The foul with joy ! the noontide fun is dark. 
And mufic difcord, when the heart is low : 
Avert its omen V what a damp hangs on mtfl 
Thefe fprightly, tunefal airs but Ikim along 
The fu^face of my foul, not enter there: 
^he does not dance to this enchantlsg found. 
How, like a broken inftrument, beneath 
'The-ikilfal touch, my joylefs heart lies dead ! 
fNoranfwcrs to the mafter's hand divine 1 

Ant. When men once reach their autumn, ixckly 
joys 
Tall off apace, as yellow leaves from trees, 
At ev'ry Httle breath misfortune blows ; 
Till, left quite naked of their happinefs, 
^n the chill blafts of winter they expire. 
This i» the common lot. Have comfort then : 
Your grief will damp the triumph. 

King, It is over; 
Hear too ; the trumpet calls us to the field> 
.; And now this phantom of a fight begins. 
Flair princefs, you and I will go together, 
As Priam and bright H^en did of old. 

To 
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'To view the war. Your eyes will make them bolder. 
And raife the price of vidory itfelf. 

\^AUgo out but PerfeaSy who bos ob/er*ved D^me- 
trias and Erixene ail this time c^nverfing^' and 
Jtqys bebtnd ibbugbtful and dtjlurbtd, 
Ter. Before my htt (he reeds him with her fmlles,; 
The king looM on, nor difapproves the crime; 
And the boy tikes them as not due to me. 
Without remorfe as happy as (he'll make him* 
Perifh all three! Til feck allies eTrewhere; 
Father, and brother, nay, a miftrefs too, 
Deftradion, rifej though thou art black* as hlgfit 
Thy mother, and as hideous as defpair, 
I'll dafp thee thus, nor think of woman more! 
How the boy doats, and drinks in at his eyes 
Her poifon 1 O to (lab him in* her arms ! 
And yet do left^than they have done to 'me. 

Entif Pericles. 

^Peric. Where is my prince ?>the nation's on the wing, 
^o bb(bm but exalts ; no hand but bears 
^A garland, or a trophy: and (hall Perfeus 1 ■ 
Per. Vengeance 1 
^eric. Bear how with (houts they ren4 the (kies ! 

[Sifduts toitbin^ 
'Per. Give" tt^e my vcngesjice I 
' Peric. Forty thoufand men, . 
■In poli(hM> amour, ihine againft the fOn. 

Per, Dare but another word, and not of vengieancCy 
JVnd J win ufe thee, as I would— my brother. 
Peric. Vengeance ! on whom ? 
iP^. Onhim. 
Peric. What vengeance ? 
Ter. Blood, 
Peric. 'Tis yours. : 
^«r. Whfit god wilPgive it me? 
Peric. Your owft ngjit^lii^d. 
i^er. I dare not— ^for my father. 
iPeri^. You (hall dare 

fir. 
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Per. Shalt thou dare give encouragement to Perfi;os? 
Unfold thy putpofe ; Til outfhoot the mark. 

Peric. Where are you going ? 

Per* To the mock encounter. 

Peric. What more like mock encounter than the true? 

Pit. Enough— He's dead! *t\vas accident; *twaa 
ejror : 
No matter what. Ten thoufand (hare the blame, 

Peric. Hold, Sir ! I had forgot : on this occafion. 
The troops are fearch'd ; and foils alone are worn, 
Inftead of fwords. 

Per. An oficr were enough. 
Who pains my heart, plants thunder in my hand» 

Peric* But, ihould this fail— 

Per. Impoflible! 

Peric. But, (hould it. 
The banquet follows. 

Per. Poifon in his wine. 
t thank the gods ! my fpirits are revivM ! 
I draw immortal vigour from that bowl ! 

Peric. Nay, (hould both fail, the field and banquet 
too, 
Alf fails not ; fairer hopes to fair fucceed : 
For know, my Lord, the king receiv'd with joy 
The marriagc-fcheme, and feht for Dymas' daughter. 

Per. Then there's a fecond bowl of poifon for him, 

Peric. Yet more : this evening thofe amba(rador». 
Which Philip fent to Rome, beneath the name 
Of public bufmefs, but, in truth, to learn 
Your brother's condud, are expelled home. 

Per. Thofe whom I fwore, before they parted hence^ 
In dreadful facraments of wine and blood. 
To bring back fuch reports as (hould deftroy him : 
And what if, to compleat our fecrct plan. 
We feign a letter to his friend the conful. 
To ftrengthen our ambaffadors report ? 

Peric. That care, xsvf lord, be mine : I know a knave» 
Grown fat on forgery ; he'll counterfeit 
Old Quiniius' band and feaU by former letters 
Sent to the king ; which you can gain with eaie. 

Per. Obfervc— This morning, at their interview. 
% Th« 
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The Romans, in tffc€tf inform'd the king. 
That Thraice was theirs, and order'd him reflore 
The prlocefs. This will give much air of truth. 
If oar forg'd letters fay the Romans crown 
Demetrius king of Thrace, and promife more. 

PeHc. 'My Lord, it ihall be done, 

Ffr» All cannot fail. [Trumpets. 

Feric. The trumpets found, the troops are mounted. 

Per. Vengeance! 
Sweet vengeance calls : nor ever call'd a God 
Such fwift obedience : like the rapid wheel, 
I kindle in the courfe; Tm there already ; 
Snatch the bright weapon; bound into my feat ; 
Strike ; triumph ; fee him ^aiping on the ground. 
And life, love, empire, fpnnging from hit wound. 
When godlike ends, by means unjuil, fucceed. 
The great refult adorns the daring d^ed. 
Virtue's a (hackle under fair difguife. 
To fetter fools, while we bear oS the prize. [Exeunt* 



ACT m. 

Enter Perseus. 

Perieus. 

COWARDS in ill, like cowards in the fields 
Are fure to be defeated. To ftrikc home. 
In both, is prudence : guilt, begnn» muft ^^ 
To guilt confuxnmate to be ikfe. 

Enter Pericles. 

Perie, Mylord-p— ^ 

Per. Difturb not my devotions ; they decline 
The beaten track, the common path of pray'r— • 
Ye powtca of 4arIonefs I that rejoice in ill ; 
All fworn by Styx, with peftUential blaHs 
To witiicr every virtue in the bud ; 
To k«ep the door of dark coafpiracyt 

' B And 
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And fnufF the grateful fumes of human blood ! 
From fulphurblue, or your red beds of fire. 
Or your black ebon thrones, anfpicious rife ; 
And burfting through the barriers of this world, 
Stand in dread contrail to the golden fun ; 
Fright dav light hence with your infernal fiiiiks» 
And howl aloud your formidable joy» 
While I tranfport you with the fair record 
Of what your faithful minifler has done. 
Beyond your infpiration, felf.impell'd, 
To fpread your empire, and fecure his own* 
Hear, and applaud.— Now, Pericles ! proceed : 
Speak, is the letter forgM ? 

PerJc, This moment ; and might cheat 
The cunning eye of jealoufy itfelf. 

Per. 'Tis well : art thou appris'd of what hath paft 
Since lall we parted ? 
Feric. No, my lord. 
Per. Thcnroufc 
Thy whole attention : here we are in private : 
Know then, my Pencles, the mock encounter 
I turn'd, as taught by thee, to real rage. 
But blaftedbe the cowards which I led ! 
They trembled at a boy. 
Peric. Ha! 
Per. Mark mewcUj 
The villains fled ; hut foon my prudence tarn'd 
To good account that momentary (hame. 
Thus — I pretend *twas voluntary flight 
To fave a brother's blood ; accniing him 
As author of that conflidl I declined, 
And he purfu'd with ardour and fucceis. 
Peric. That's artful. What cnfu'd ? 
Per. The banquet followed. 
Held b^ the vidlor, as our rites require: 
To which his eafy nature, foon appeas*d. 
Invited me. I went not ; but fent fpies 
To learn what pad ; which fpies, by chance deteded, 
^Obferve me) were ill us'd. 

peric. By whom ? your brother ? 

J*er» No j bv his fons of riot. He foon after^ 

JJot 
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^ot knowing that my Servants were abas*d» 
Kind, and gay-hearted» came to vifit me. 
They, who mifusM my fpies, for felf defence, 
<^onceal'd their arms beneath the robes of peace. 
Of this informed, again my genius (erv*d me. 

Peric. Too took occafion, from thefe few in arms. 
To charge a murderous aflault on all* 

Ptr. True, Pericles : but mark my whole addrefs: 
AgainU my brother fwift I bar my gates ; 
Fly to my father ; and with artful tears 
Accafe Demetrius ; firH, of taming fpoits, 
J^nd guiltlefs exercife, to mortal rage ; 
Then» of inviting me (dill blacker guilt!) 
To fmiling death m an enveaom'd bowl ^ 
Andy laft, that, both diefe failing, mad with rage. 
He threw his fchemes of baffled art afide. 
And with arm'd men avowedly fought my life* 

Peric. Three ftartling articles, and well concerted^^ 
i^ollowing each other in an eafy train. 
With fair fimilitude of truth ! But, Sir, 
How bore your father ? 

Per. Oh! hefhook! hefrH! 
Kor was his fleeting foul recall'd with eafe* 

Peric. What faid he, when recovcr'd ? 

Per. Hisrefolve 
•I know not yet ; but, fee his minion comes { 
And comes perhaps to tell me—- Bat Til ^o^ 
Suftain my part, and echo loud my wrongs. 
Nought fo like ionocence, as perfect ^uut. 
ilf he brings ought of moment, you'll inform me. 

[Js Perfeus goes off be isfiUced by officers* 

Enter Dymas, 

Peric. Ev*n as the king ? 

Dymas. Ev'n as an aged oak 
Pnlh'd to and fro, the labour of the ftorro \ 
Whofe largeil branches are ftruck off*^ by thunder ; 
Yet ftill he lives, and on the mountain groans ; 
Strong in afflidion, awful from his woandst * 

And more rever'd in ruin than in gloiy. 

B 2 PerU* 
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Peric. 1 4iear prince. Pet feus has accas'd his brother. 

Djmas, True; and the king's commands are now 
gene forth 
To throw them both in chains ; for farther thought 
Makes Philip doobt the truth of Perfeus' charge. 

Perk. What then is his defign ? 

Dymas. They both this hoar 
Mult plead their caufe before him. Nay, already.. 
His nobles, judges, counfellors, are met ; 
And public juftice wears her ftemeft form : 
A more momentous trial ne'er was known^ 
Whether the pleaders yon furvcy as brothers* 
Or princes known in -arts, or fam'd for arms j 
Whether yoo jpondcr, in their awful judge. 
The tender pa/«ntror the nrtighty king, 
Greece, Athfetts hears the caufe : the great refiilt 
Is life, or death ; is infamy, or fame. [Trumpeiu 

. Peric. What trumpets fhefe ? 

Dymas. They fummon to the court. \Extunt. 

SCENE draws^ the Court, King, &c. 

Enter Dymas, and takes his place by tbi Kin^. 

King, Bring forth the prifoners. 
Strange trial this I here fit I to debate. 
Which vital limb to lop, nor that to fave. 
But reader wretched life more wretched fHll. 
What fee I, but Heav'n's vengeance, in my fons? 
Their guilt a fcourge for mine : 'tis thus Heav*n wrilt) 
Its awful meaning, plain in human deeds, 
And language leaves to man. 

Enter Perfeus and Demetrius in chains^ from different 
fides of the flage, Perfeus followed by Pericles, and 
Demetrius by Antigouus. 

Dymas, Dread Sir, yourfons. 
King. I have no fons ; and that I ever had, 
Js now my heavieft curfe : and yet what care. 
What pains, I took to curb their rifing rage ! 
How (rften ha^e I rang'd thr«' hiflory 
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Tb find examples for their private ufe ? 

The Theban brothers did I fet before them— 

What blood ! what deiolation ! but in vain ! 

For thee, Demetrius, did I go to Rome, 

And bring thee patterns thence of brother's love ; 

The ^trittiiif and the Scipio's : but in vain ! 

If I'm a monarch, where is your obedience ? 

If I'm your father, where's your duty to me ? 

If old, your veneration due to years ? 

But I have wept, and you have fvvorn, in vain ! 

Ihad your ear, and enmity your heart. 

How was this morning's counfel thrown away ! 

How happy is your mother in the grave ! 

She, when (he bore you, fuffer'd lefs : her pangs. 

Her pungent pangs, throb thro' the father's heart. 

J)em* You can't condemn me, Sir, to worfe tl.an 
tkit. 

JO/ig* Than what, thou ypung deceiver ? while I 
live. 
You both with impious wiflies grafp my fceptre : 
Nothing is facred, nothing dear, but empire. 
Bi-other, nor father, can you bear; fierce luft 
Of empire burns, extingulfh'd all beiide. 
Why pant you for it ? to give others awe ? 
Be therefore aw'd yourfelves, and tremble at it. 
While in a father's hand. 

Dymas. My lord, your wamth 
I>efers the bviiinefs. 

King, Am I then too warm ? 
They that fhould (hclter me from cv'ry Maft, 
To be themfelves the dorm ! O ! how Rome triumphs ! 
Oh ! how they bring this hoary head to (hame ! 
Conqueft, and fame, th^ labour of my life. 
Now turn againd me; and qall in the world 
To gaa^e at what was Philip, h«t who now 
Wants ev'n the wretch's privilege — a wifh. 
What 'Can I wi(h ? Demetrius may be guililefs. 
What then is Perfcus ? judgment hangs as yet 
Doubtful o'er them; but I'm condcmn'd already; 
For both are mine, and one-— is foul as hell. 

B 3 Should 
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Should tbefe two hands wa^e war; (thefe hands le& 

dear!) 
What boots it which prevails ? In both I bleed. 
But I iiave done. Speak, Perfeus, and at large; 
You'll have no fccond hearing. Thou forbear. . 

[To Demetrius. 
Per. Speak ! — 'Twas with utmoft firuggle I forbore^ 
Thefe chains were fcarce defsgn'd to reach rty tongue. 
Their trefpafs is fuificient, (lopping here. 

[SJbe*wi/tg his mrtmSn 
Thefe chains ! for what ? Are chains for innoccACe ? 
Not fo ; for, fee, Demetrius wears them too. 
Fool that I wa$, to tremble at vain laws; 
Nor learn from him dcEduce of their frown ; 
Since innocence and guilt are us'd alike ; 
BIood>thirl)y ilabbers, and their deftio'd prey; 
Ferfeus, and he-— I will not call him broker : 

' [Pmath^ t9 Dcffletriu^ 

He wants not that enhanceonent of his guilt. 

KtK^. But clofer to the point; and lay before tts 
Your whole deportment this ill-fated day. 

Ptr. Scarce was he cool from that embrate thk 
morning. 
Which you enjoin'd, and I fincerely gave ; 
Nor thought he planned my death within my arms; . 
When holding vile, oaths, honour, duty, love. 
He lir'd our friendly fpohs to martial rage. 
If war, why not fair war ? but that has danger. 
From hoftile eonfli^, as from brothers play. 
He bluih*d not to invite me to his banquet. 
1 went not ; and in that was I to blame ? 
Think you, there nothing had been found but peace I 
From whence foon after fallyM armed men ? 
Think you, I nothing had to fear from fwords. 
When from their foils I fcarce efcapM with life ? 
O poiibn might his valour fait as well :— 
This paf$*d» as fuits his wifdom, Macedonians! 
Who volts o'er elder brothers to a throne : 
With an arm*d rout he came to vifit me. 
Did 1 retufe to go, a bidden guell ? 
And (hould 1 welcome him, a threil'ning foe ? 

Refenting 
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Hefenting my rcfufal ? boiling for revenge ! 

Dtm, 'fis falfe. 

A.it. Forbtar — The king! 

« Per. Had I reteivM them, 
' You now had mourn'd my dtath, not Ifeai J my 
cauie.— 

* Dares he deny he brought an armed ihrong ? 

* Call thofe I name ; who dare this deed, dure all ; 

* Yet will not dare deny that this is true. 

* My death alone can yield a ftrongcr p^oof; 

* Wiil no lefs proof than thnt content a father ? 

* Pai'u: Pcrfeus, you fee, has art, as weil as (Ire ; . 

* Nor have the wars worn Atiicfis fiorn his tongue.' 
Per. Let him who feeks to bathe in brother's blouJ^ 

Not find well pleasM the fountain whence it flow'd : 

Let him who (hudders at a brother's knife. 

Find refuge in the bofom of a father : 

For where elfe can I ily ? whom elfe implore ? 

I have no Romans, with their eagles wings. 

To fhelter me ; Demetrius borrows thofe» 

To moant fall rebel-high : I have their hatred. 

And, thanks to Heaven ! deferve it : Good Demetrius 

Can fee your towns and kingdoms torn away 

By thefe protestors ; and ne'er lofe his temper. 

My wedknefs ! I confefs, it makes me rave ; 

It makes me tveep — and my tears rarely flow. 

Peric. Was ever ftrongcr proof of filial love ? 

Per, Vain are Rome's hopes, while you and I furvive; 
But fhould the fword take me, and age my father, 
(Heav'n grant they leave him to the ftroke of age) 
The kingdom and the kin^ are both their own ; 
A duteous loyal king, a fceptred flave, 
A willing Macedonian flave to Rome. 

King, Firil let an earthquake fwallow Macedonia. 

P/r. How, atfuchnews, wou'd Hannibal rejoice? 
How the great (hade of Alexander fmile ? 
The thought quite choaks me up : I can no more. 

King. Proceed ! 

Per. No, Sir — Why have I fpoke at^ll ? 
'Twas needlefs : Philip jnftifiet my charge ; 
^Philip's the fingle witnefs which I call, 

B4. Til 
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To prove Demetrius guilty. 
King, What doA mean ? 

Per» What mean I, Sir, what mean I ! — To run mad ; 
For who, unfhaken both in heart and brainy ' 
Can recpllcd it ! *» 

AT//^^. What? 

Per, This morning's infolr. 
This morning they proclaim'd him Philip's king* 
This morning they forgave you for his fake. 
O pardon, pardon ! — I could drike him dead. . 
King, More temper. 
Fer, Not more truth ; that cannot be ! 
And that it cannot, one proof can't efcape you; 
For what but truth could make me. Sir, fo bold? 
Rome puts forth all her ilreng^th to crown her minion. 
Demetrius* vices, thriving ot themfelves. 
Her fulfom fiatt'ries dung to ranker growth. 
Demetrius is the burden of her ibng ; 
Each river, hil), and dale, has learnt his aamCj 
While elder Pcrfeus in a whifper dies. 
Demetrius treats ; Demetrius gives os peace ; 
Demetrius is our God, and wou'd be fo. ■ 

IVIy fight is (hort : look at him, you that can : 
What fage experience fits upon his brow. 
What awful marks of wifdom, who vouchfafes 
To patronize a father, and a king? 
Such patronage is treafon. 
King, Treafon! death! 
Per, Nor let the ties of blood tie up the hands 
Of juftice; Nature's ties are broke already : 
For who contend before you ? your two fons ?— 
No ; read aright, 'tis Macedon and Rome. 
A well-mafk'd foreigner, and your — only fon. 
Guard of your life, and — Exile of your love. 
Now bear me to my dungeon : what fo fit 
As diirknefs, chains, and death for fuch a traitor ? 
King, Speak, Demetrius. 

Ant, My lord, he cannot fpeak ; accept his tears—- 
In (lead of words. 

Per, His tears as falfe, as they— 
Now, with fine praife, and foppery of tongue, 
More graceful adtion, and a fmoother tone, 

That 
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That oratpr of fablei aqd fifLsr face. 

Will ileal on your hrib'd hearts, andj as yoa Ufleo, 

Plain trath, and I, plain Perfeus, fae forgot. 

Dem. My father I king! iwd judge! thiice awful 
pow'r ! 
Yonr Ton, your fubje£t» and your prifbner, hear ; 
Thrice homWeAate ! if I have grace of fpcech, 
(Which giYes, it feems, oiFence) be that no crime^ 
Which oft has ferv'd my country, arid my king : 
Nor in my brother let it pais for virtue. 
That as he is, ungracious lie would feem : 
For, oh ! he wants not ^t, tho' gr^ce may fail hioi* 
The wompd aids of thofe that are accusM, 
Has my accofer feiz*d. He (bed faUe tears. 
That my true forrows mitht fgfpedted flow : 
He feeks my life» and calls me murdprer ! 
And vows no lefii^ can he find on .earth. 
That I may want it in a father's arms ; 
Thofe arms, to which e'en Grangers fly for fafety. 

King. Speak to your charge. 

Dem. He charges me with treafon* 
If I'm a traitor, if I league with Rome, 
Why did his zeal forbear me till this hour ? 
Was treafon th^n no crime, till (as he feigns) 
I foueht his life ? Dares Perfeus hold, fo much* 
His father's .welfare cheaper than hia own i 
Lefs caufe have I, a brother, to conapUin. 
He fays I wade for empire thro' his blood : 
He faysy I place my confideirce.in.R^oiQe : 
Why murder him, if Rome will crown my brow ? 
Will then a fceptre, dipt in brother's blood. 
Conciliate love, and make my reign fecure ? 
Falfe.are both charges ; and he proves them falfe. 
By placing them together. 

Jnt. That's well urg'd. 

Dem» Mark, Sir, how Perfeus, unawares, abfolves me 
From guilt in. all, by loading all with guilt. 
Did I deiignJum poifon at my feafl ? 
Why then did Iprovoke him in the field ? 
That, as he did, .he might rcfufe to come ? 
When angry he refus'd, I fhou'd have fooihM 
iiis rous'd refentmenti andd^ferr'd the blojkv.; 

B 5 Not 
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Not deftin'd him that moment to my f^ord. 
Which I before inftruded him to ihun. 
Thro* fear of death, did he decline my banquet ? 
Could I expedt admittance then at his ? 
Thefe numerous pleas at variance, overthrow 
Each other, and are advocates for me. 

Per, No, Sir ; Pollhumius is his advocate. 

King, Art thou afraid that I ihould hear him out ? 

* Dem. Quit then this picture, this well-painted fear, 

* And come to that which touches him indeed. 

< Why is Demetrius not defpis*d by all ? 

* His fecond in endowments, as in birth f 

* How dare I draw the thoughts of Macedon ? 

' How dare I gain efteem with foreign powers ? 

* Efleem when gain'd, how dare I to praerve ? 

< Thefe are his fecret thoughts; thefe burn within; 

* Thefe fling up accufations in his foul ; 

* Turn friendly vifit« to foul fraud, and murder; 

* And pour in poifon to the bowl of love. 

* Merit is treafon in a younger brother. 

* King. But clear your conduct with regard to Rome. 
< Dem. Alas ! dread Sir, I grieve to find fet down 

* Among my crimes what ought to be my praife. 
' That I went hotlage, or ambafiador, 

* Was Philip's high command, not my requeft : 

* Indeed, when there, in both thofe charaders, 

* I bore in mind to whom I owe my birth : 

* Rome's favour followed. If it is a crime 

' To be regarded, fpare a crime you caus'd ; 

* Caus'd by your orders, and example too. 

* True, I'm Rome's friend, while Rome is your ally : 
« When not, this hollage, this ambaflador, 

* So dear, ftands forth the fierceft of her foes ; 

* At your commands, fly fwift on wings of fire, 

* The native thunder of a father's arm. 

* Jnt. There fpoke at once the hero and the (on.* 
Dem, To clofe — To thee, J grant, fome thanks are 

due ; [Speaking to PeHcus. 

Not for thy kindnefs, but malignity : 
Thy character's my friend, iho' thou my foe. 
For, fay whofe temper proroifes moft guilt ? 
Perfeus, importunate, demands my death : 

I do 
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I do not afk for his : ah ! no; I feel 

Too pow'rfal natare pleading for him here : 

But, were there no fraternal tie to bind me» 

A fon of Philip mnft be dear to me. 

If you, my father, had been angry with me» 

An elder brother, a lefs awful parent^ 

He ihould aiTwage you, he (hoo'd iotercede^ 

Soften my failings, and indulge my youth ; 

But my afylnm drops its character ; 

I find not there my refcue, but my rain* 

Per, His bold aflurance 

King. Do not interrupt him ; 
But let thy brother finiih his defence. 

Dem. O Perfens ! how I tremble as I fpeak { 
Where is a brother's voice ; a brother's eye ? 
Where is the melting of a brother's heart ? 
Where is our awful father's dread command ? 
Where a dear, dying mother's lail requeft ? 
Forgot, fcorn'd, hated, trodden under foot ! 
Thy heart, how dead to ev'ry call of nature ! 
Ubfon'd, unbrother'd ! nav, unhumaniz'd ! 
Fat from afie^ion, as thou'rt near in blood ! . 
Oh I Perfeus« Perfeus! — Bat my heart's too full. 

[Falls vn AtiUgotiMS, 

King, Support him. 

Per, Vengeance o'ertakcs his crimes. 

King, No more ! 

Jn/, See from his hoary brow he wipes the dew. 
Which agony wrings from him. 

King. Oh! my mend! 
Thefe boys at ftrife, likeiEtrik's flruggling flames, 
Convulfions caufe, and make a mounuin (hake ; 
Shake Philip's firmnefs, and convulfe bis heart ; 
And, with a fiery flood of civil war^ 
Threaten to deluge my divided land.* 
I've heard them both ; by neither am convinc'd : 
And yet Demetrius' words went through my heart ; 
A double crime, Demetrius, is your charge ; 
Fondnefs for Rome, and hatred to your brother. 
If you can clear your innocence in one, 
*Tvvill give us caufe to think you wrong'd in both. • 

Dem. How (hall I char it. Sir I 

B 6 King. 



^ '*rH E fiROTHER^. 

King. This horteft msBn 
Detefls the Rotnttns : If you wed hh daughter, 
Rome's foe becdmes the guardian of your faith. 

Dem* I told ypa, Sir» when I recura'd from Rome.-i— 

King. How !««^I>oft thoa want an abfelute command ? 
Your brother, father, irountry, -til eJia£t it, 

Jnt. See yonder gatfl'ds at hand, if yon refafe. 

[Jfieie to Demetrias* 
Nay, more; a father, lb dillrefs'd, demands 
A fon's compafiion to becalm hh heart. 
Oh ! Sir, comply. 

Dem. There ! therel indeed yon tonch me ! 
Befides, if I'm confin'd, and Perfens free» 
I never, never, fhall beheld her mote. ■> ■ ■ 
Pardon, ye Gods, an artifice forc'd on me. [Jj^f. 
Dread Sir, your fon complies. 

Dymas. Aftonifhment ! 

King. Strike oiF his chains. Nay, Perleus too is 
ffce: 
They wear no bonds, but thofe of- duty, now. 
Dymas, go, thank the prince : he weds your daughter; 
And highell honours pay your high defert. 

[Exit omnis prater Dem. et Dymas. 

Dymas. O, Sir, without prefumption may I date 
To lift my ravifti'd thought ? 

Dem, In what I've done, 
I paid a duty to my father's will : 
A*'d fet you an example where 'tis due. 
Of not witholding yours. ' 

Dymas, My duty. Sir, 
To you, can never fail. 

Dem, Then, Dymas, I rcqueft thee. 
Go feek the king, and fave me from a marriage 
My brother has contriv'd, in artful malice. 
To make me Ibfe my father, or my love. 
Go, charge the juft refufal on thyfclf. 

Dymas. What Philip authorizes me to wi(h. 
You, Sir, may difappoinf : but, to take on me 
The load of the refufal— 

Dem, Is no more 
Than Dymas owes his honour, if he Qiuns 
The natural furmife, that he concurred 

In 
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In brewing this foul treafoa* 

Dymas, Sir, the king 
Knows what be does ; and, if he feeks my glory->«-» 

D^m. In a degree, deflruflive of his own, 
'Tis yours to difappoint him, or renounce 
Your duty to your king. 

Dyma$. You'll better tell— 

Dtm. Yes, better tell the king, he wonnds his honour. 
By lifting up a minion from the duft. 
And mating hiin with princes. Uie your power 
Againfi yourfeif. Yes, ufe it like a man, 
Tn ferving him who gave it. Thus you'll make 
Indulgence, juilice; andabfolve your mailer. 
Tho* kings delight in raifing what xhey love, 
Lefs owe they to themfelves, than to the throne ; 
Nor mufl they proftitute its majeily. 
To fwell a fubjed's pride, howc'er dcfcrving. 

Dymas* What the king grants me— — 

Dem. Talk not of a grant : 
What a king ought not^ that he cannot give ; 
And what is more than meet from princes bounty. 
Is plunder, not a grant. Think you, his honour 
A perquiiite belonging to your place, 
As favourite paramount ? Prefervc the king 
From doing wrong, tho* wrong is done for you ; 
And (hew, 'tis not in favour to corrupt thee. 

Dymos. I fought not, Sir, this honour. 

Dem, But woul4 take it. 
True majefty's the very foul of kings ; 
And redtitude's the foul of majefty : 
If mining minions fap thiat reditade. 
The king may live, but majeily expires : 
And he that leflens majefty, impairs 
That juft obedience public good requires ; 
Doubly a traitor, to the crown, and ilate. 

Dymas. Muft I refufe what Philip's pleas'd to give ? 

Dem, Can a king give thee more than is his own f 
Know, a king's dignity is puiflic wealth ; 
On that fubfiils the nation's fame, and power. 
Shall fawning fycophants, to plump themfelves, 
£at- up their mafter, and dethrone his glory t 

What 
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What are fuch wretches ? What, but vapours foul, « 

From fens and bogs, by royal beams exhalM, 

That radiance intercepting, which (hould chear 

The land at large ? Hence fubjcds hearts grow cold, 

And frozen loyalty forgets to flow : 

But, then, 'tis flipp'ry Handing for the minion : 

Stains on his ermine, to their royal mailer. 

Such mifcreants are ; not jewels in his crown« 

If you perfift, Sir— But, of words, no more ! 

To me, to threat, is harder than to do I 

Dymas, Let me embrace this genuine fon of empire. 
When warm debates divide the doubtful land. 
Should I not know the prince moil fit to reign ? 
Tve tried you, as an eagle tries her young. 
And find, your dauntlefs eye is fix'd on glory. 
ril to the king, and your commands obey,. 
We muft give young men opiates in a fever. [4fi^'* 

Yes, boy, I will obey thee to thy ruin. 
Erixinc ihall flrike thee dead for this. [Exh Dymas. 

Dem, Thefe ilatefmen nothing woo, but gold and 
power. 
I'm a bold advocate for other love ; 
Tho', Vit their hKTf i n dialed for a fool. ^ 
When reafon, like the fkilful charioteer. 
Can break the fiery paffions to the bir, , 
And, fpite of their licentious fallies, keep 
The radiant track of glory ; paifions, then. 
Are aids and ornaments. Triumphant reafon. 
Firm in her feat, andfwift in her career. 
Enjoys their violence, and, fmiling, thanks 
Their formidable flame, for high renown. 
Take then my foul, fair maid I 'tis wholly thine ; 
And thence I feel an energy divine. 
When obje^s, worthy praife, our hearts approve, 
Each virtue grows on confecratcd love : 
And, fufp, foft paflion claims to be for^iv'n. 
When love of beauty is the love of hcav'n. \^Exlt. 
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ACT IV. 

9 

Enter Erixene and Delia. 

Erixene. 

^^nr^IS plaiaf 'tis plain! this marriage gakii ii«r 

X father : 

He join'd to Rome the crown. Thy wbrds were true : 
He wooes the diadem, that diadem which I 
Defpis'd for him. 0» how unlike our loves ! 
But It is well ; he eives me my revenge. 
Wed Dymas' daughter! What a fall is there ? 
Not the world's empire could repair his glory. 

Delia. Madani, you can't be mov'd too much I— Bat 
why 
More now than at the firfl ? 

Erix. At firft I doubted : 
For who, that lov'd like me^ could have belUv'd > 
I-difbeliev'd what Pericles reported ; 
And thought it Perfeus' art to wound our loves. 
Bat when the good Antigonus, iworn friend 
To falfe Demetrius, when his word confirm'd it. 
Then paffion took me^ as the northern blail 
An autumn leaf. O gods ! the dreadful whirl ! 
But, while I fpeak, he's with her : laughs and plays ; 
Mingles his dalliance with infulting mirth ; 
To this new goddefs offers up ^ tears ; 
Yes, with my Ihame and torture, wooes her love. 
I fee, hear, feel it ! O thefe raging tires ! 
Can then the-thing we fcorn give fo much pain ? 

Delia. Madam, thefe tranfports give him caufe to 
triumph 1 

Erix* I vent my grief to thee; he ne'er (hall 
know it. 
If I can't conquer, I'll' conceal my paffion j 
And flifle all its pangs beneath difdain. 

.DeUa* The greateft minds are moH relenting too ; 

If 
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If then Demetrius fhould repent his crime 

Erix. If flill my paffion burns, it fhall burn inward; 

On the fierce rack in iilence I'll expire. 

Before one figh efcape mt-^He repent ! 

What wild extravagance of thought is thine ? 

But did he ? Who repents, has once been falfe : 

In love, repentance but declc-res our guilt : 

And injur'd honour— fhall exaft its due. 

In vain his love, nay, mine, fhould groan in vain \ 

Both are devoted. Vengeance, -veugeance reigns ! 

Our firfl love murder'd, is the fharpefl pang 

A human heart con feel. 

Delia. The king approaches. 

Enttr the King, yV. 

King. Madam, at length we fee the dawn of peaoe* 
«^And hope an end of our domeftic jars. 
The jealous Perfeus can no longer fear 
Demetrius is a Roman ; iince.this dav 
Makes him the fon of Dymas, Rome^s worfl foe. 

Erix. Already, Sir, I-ve heard, and heard wilh jo)v 
Th' important news. 

King, To make our blifs run o'er. 
You, madam, will complete what heav'^n begins ; 
And fave the love-fick Perfeus from defpair : 
That marriage would leave Rome without preteace* 
To touch our conquefl ; and for ever join 
To thefe dominions long difputed Thrace. 

EnUr Dymas. 

Efix. Tho' Thrace by conquefl (loops to Maeedon^ 
I know my rank, and would preferve its dae. 
With meditated coldnefs havel heard 
Prince Perfeus' vows ; unwilling to confent. 
Before reilor'd lo my forefathers throne. 
Left that confent (hould merit little thanks. 
As flowing lefs from choice than your command : 
But fmce the Roman pride will find account 
In my perfiilirg Hill -, and Philip fuffer *, 

I quit 
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I quit the lofty thought on which I (toed, 
And yield to your reqaeft» 
King. Indulgent gods ! 
Bleft moment ! How will this with tranfport fill 
The donbtful Perfeus, after years of pain ? 

Djmas, My lord* I've heard what pal^, and give yovK 
joy 
Of Perfeus* nuptials, which yonr ftate requires : 
But for Demetrius'— >think of thofe no more*. 
Far from accepting fuch a load of glory, 
I bring, I bring, my lord, this forfeit head 
D ue to my bold refufaL 
King. Dares the boy 
Fall from his promife ; and impofe on thee ' 
Fore* J difobedience to my royal pleafure ? 
' Dj^mm. No, xny mod banour'd lord> there, there's m/ 

crime : 
Fond of the maid with ardour he preft on ; 
Bat fhoald I dare pollute his blood with mine f 
Bot yon. Sir, authorize it,— dill more bafe. 
To wrong a matter fo profofely kind. 

King, That man is noble on whom Philip fmilev. 
' Come, come, there's fomething more in this ; explain* 
Dymat. Why am I ibrc'd on this ungrateful office ? 
Yet can^ I tell you more than fame has told ; 
Which fays Demetrius is in league with Rome. 
Why weds amfcnkton then an hunble matd^ 
But to gain me to treafon ? What then follows ? 
They'll fay thefubtle ftateihian plann'd this marriage* 
To raife his blood into his mailer's throne. 
No, Sir, prcferve my fame, let life fuffice. 

Enter Pericles. 

Per. Sir, your ambaflador's arriv'd from Rome, ■■■ 

[PrefenU a litter. 
King. Ha ! I muft read it— this will tell me more. 

[After reading it* 
O princ^fs ! Now our -only comfort flows 
From youf indulgence to my better fon. 
This dreadful news precipitates my wi(h. 
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To keep rapacious Rome» from fcizing Thrace^ 
You cannot wed too foon : my fair ally I 
What if you blefs me and my fon to-morrow ? 

Erix. Since ycu lequcft, and your afi'airs demand if^ 
Wiihout a Wulli — I think I rr^ay comply. 

King, O daughter ! but no aore— The gods will 
thank you ! 
1 go to blefs my Perfeus with the news. 
, Djmas, I'hus the boy*s dead in empire and in love. 

[Exeunt King, Dymas, C2f#r 

Erix, I triumph ! I'm reveog'dl I reign \ I reign-l 
Nor thank Demetrius^ treafon for a crown. 
Lcve is our own coufe, honour i* the gods* 
I cark be glorious without happinefs j 
Bur without glory never can be blcH. 

Delia* 'Tis well; but can yon wed the maa yov 
fcorn? 

Erix, Wed any thing* for vengeance on the pet^ 
jur'd. 
ril now infult him from an hip;her (phere, : 
This unexpcdled turn may galfhis pride* 
Whatever has pangs for him, has cliarms for me.- 

Delia. A rooted love is fcarce fo foon removed. 

Erix, If not, the greater virtue to cpntroul it ; 
And flrike at his heart, tho' 'tis through my own. 

Delia^ I can't but praife this triumph ; yet I dread 
The combat ilill. And fee, the foe draws near* 

Enter Demetrius. 

Dem, Erixene ! 

Erix, My Lord ! 

Dem, My pale cheek fpcaks, 
My trembling limbs prevent my faultering U>ngMV 
And aflc you 

Erix, What, my lord ? 

Dem, My lord ! — Her eyes 
Confirm it true, and yet, without a crime, 
I can't believe it. QErix-ene 

Erix: I gucfs your meaning, Sir, but am furpriz*d 
That Dymas' ion iliouki think of aught I do. 

Demp 
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Dim. Falfe are my fenfes ! falfe both ear and eye I 
All, all be rather falfe than her I love ! 

Erix, She pad not» Sir, this way. 

Dem, Is then my pain 
Your fport? Andean £r«f/«tf pretend 
Herfelf deceived, by what deccivM the king f 
An artifice made afe of for your fake : 
A proof, not violation of my love. 

Erix. I thought not of your love, nor artifice : 
Both were forgot ; or, rather, never known. 
But without artifice I tell you this ; 
Your brother lays his fceptre at my feet, 
And whofe example bids my heart reilft 
The charms of empire ? 

Dem. This is woman's (kill : 
Yoa ceafe to love, and from my condad Ibive 
To laboor an excufe. For if indeed 
Yoo thought me falfe, had you been thus fereii^> 
Calm, and unruffled ? No ; my heart fays, no* 
Paffions, if great, tho' tum'd to their reverfe, 
Keep their degree, and are great pillions dill. 
And ihe who, when (he thinks her lover falfe, 
Retains her temper, never loft h.er heart. 

Erix. That I m ferene, fays not I never lov'd. 
Indeed the vulgar float as paffion drives ; 
But noble minds havercafon for their que^n. 
While you deferv'd, my paffion was fincere : 
Yott change, my paflion dies. But, pardoir. Sir, 
If my vain mind thinks anger is too much : 
Take my negledt, I can aiFord no more. 

Dem, No, rage ! "flame ! thunder 1 give a thoufand 
deaths 1 
Oh ! refcue me from this more dreadful calm I 
This curft indifference I which, like a froil 
In northern feas, out-does the fierceft florm. 
Commanded by my father to comply, 
J fcign'd obedience,: — Had I then refus'd*— - 

Erix. I grant the confequencc had been moft dread- 
ful I 
J graat that Dymas" daughter had been angry. 
J)em% Alk Dymas with what rage 

Erix^ 
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Erix, You well might rage. 
To be rcfus'd. 

Dem, Refos'd! 

Erix, He told your (ecrct ; 
The king, and I, Ind all the court can witncfs. 

Dm, Refus'd ! falfe villain ! O the perjur'd flanreE 
Hell-born impoftor ! Mudam, 'tis moft falie ! 
Warm from my heart is every word I (peak I 
The villain lies ! Believe the pangs that rend mc | 
Believe the witnefs ftrcaming from my eye8> 
And let me fpeak no more. 

En'x. I do believe 
Your grief fmcere* Pve heard the maid is fair. 

Dem, Proceed ; and thus ittifeeil commit that crime 
You falfely charge on mc. The crown bat cham'd 

you. 
How warm this morning did yon prefs my flight ! 
The caufe is plain : an outragM lover*8 greeny 
And dying agony, moleft our ear. 
And hurt the mufick of a nuptial fong. 

Erix. Since your tMConftofuy perfifts to chtrgf- 
Its crime on my ambition^ I'll l^ kind. 
And leave you in pofleffion of an error. 
Of which you feem fo fond. 

Dem, Ah ! Hay one moment ! 

Enter Perfeus and Pericles*. 

« 
Per, Erixene ! 

Dem» Diftra&ion ! [ftartin^^l 
Erix, 'Tis well tim'd. 
My lord, your brother doubts if I'm finctHtr 
And thinks (an eiror natural to him) 
I'll break my vow to you— You'll clear ray hme^ 
And labour to convince him, that to-morrow, 
Erixene's at once a bride and queen. [Exit Erixeae — 

Per, When I have work'd him up to violence. 
Bring thou the king, and pity my diilrefs. 

[To Pericles, ivb^ g9es etit^ 
* Dem* On what extremes extreme diftrcfs impels me ^ 
* In things impoflible I put my trud; 

* I. ii^ 
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* I, in my only brother, find a foe ; 

"* Yet in my rival hope the greateft friend. 

^ When all our hopes are IcMg'd in fuch expedients, 

' 'Tis as if poifon were our only food ; 

^ ^nd death was call'd on as the guard of life.' 

. Ftr. Why doft ihoo droop ? 

Dem, Becaufe Tm dead : quite dead 
To hope : and yet rebellious to defpair ; 
Like ghoils unbkfs'd, that burft the bars of death* 
Strange is my conduit ^-^tranger ny diilrefs ; 
Beyond example both ! Whoe'er before me 
Prefs'd his worft foe, to prove his trueft friend ? 
But tho' thon'rt 90/ my brother, thou'rc a man ; 
^nd, -if a man, compaflionate the worft 
That man can feel ; tho' found that worft In me* 

Per. What wouldft ? 

Dems Undinch thy talons from thy prey ; 
Let the dove fly to thi$ herneft again. 

[Striiittg bis hrtaJU 
For, oh ! the maid's unaBenably mine» 
Tho' now thro' rage run mad, and tom'dto thee. 
How often have I Mns niih'd at her feet? 
Baik'd inher eye, and ^revell'd in her fmile } 
How often, as (he liften'd to n^ vows, 
Trembling and pale with agoues of joy. 
Have I left earth, and mounted to the fUrs ? 

fer. There Dymas' daughter ^one above the iefl> 
^^Inftrious in*thy £ght. 

Dtm. Thy taunt, how falfe ?*— 
I noleis prels your int*reft than my own. 
Think you 'tis poilible her heart fo long 
Jnclin'd to me, the price of all my tows, 
Tarchas'd by tears and groans, and paid me down 
In tendered returns of love divine, 
"Can in one day be yours ?— Impoffible ! 

¥4r. If Fm deceiv'd, I'm pleasM with the deceit. 
II0W my heart dances in the golden dream ? 
In pity do not wake me 'till to-morrow. 

* Dm. Then thou'lt awake difthiaed.«-*Traft mty 
* brother! 
? She-git^s hen handalont. 
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fy heart may viiit her ! O ! take it with you. 
[avc 1 not fcen her, where (he has not been ? 
Fave I not clafpM her Ihadow ? Trod her fteps f 
ranlported trod ! as if they led to heaven ? 
ach morn my life I lighted at her eye, 
.nd, every evening, at its clofe expir'd. — 

l^Burfts into learU 

Per, Fie ! thoo'rt a Roman ; can a Roman weep ? 
ure Alexander's helmet can fuftain 
ar heavier flrokes than thefe. For fhame, Demetrius, 
'en fnatch up the next Sabine in thy way. 
Twill do as well. \Going^ 

Dem, By heaven you fliall not ftir. 
.one as I live, I Hand a world between yon» 
md keep you diftant as the poles afander. 
^ho takes my love, in mercy takes my life ; 
"hy bloody pafs cleave thro* thy brother's breaft* 

beg, I challenge, I provoke my death. 

[His band upon his fivorJ, 

Enter King, Dyma«, anJ Pericles. 

Per. You will not murder me ? 

Dem. Yes, you and all. 

King, How like a tyger foaming on his prey !— 

Per. Now, Sir, believe your eyes, believe your car, 
Vnd (till believe me perjured as this morning. 

King. Heav'ns wrath's exhauiled, there's joo more to 
fear. 
Vf y darling fon found criminal iii all. 

Dent. That villain there to blaft me ! Yes, I'll fpeak. 
For what have I to fear, who feel the worft ? 
Tis time the truth were known. That villain, Sir, 
EHu cleft my heart, and laughs to fee it bleed ; 
^ut his confeflion fhall redeem my fame, 
And re-inthrone me in my princeis' fmile ; 
Dr I'll return tliat falfe embrace he gave me. 
And flab him in your fight. 

,King. Hold, Infolentl 
^Vhere's your refpeft to me ? 

^ Dm. O royal Sir! 

•* That 
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* That has undone me. Thro* refpcft I ^ave 
^ A feign'd confent» which this black artifice 

< Has tarn'd to my deftrudion. I refas'd 

< That Aave*s» diat cnri^d flave, that iUufmaB's 

* danghter, 

< And he pretends fhe was refasM by me. 

* Hence, hence, this defolation. Nought I fear, 
^ Tho* nature groans her laft. And ihSl he thea 

* Efcape and triumph ? 

* King* Guards there ! feize the prince ! 
'The man you menace yoii (hall learn to fear. 

Dypuis. Hold, Sir ! not this for me ! It is ypur fon : 
What is my life, tho' pour'd upon your feet i 

King. Is this a fon ? 

Dem. No, Sir, my crime's too great, 
Which dares to vindicate a father's honour^ 
To catch the glories of a falling crown. 
And fave it from pollution. But I've done. 
I die unlefs my princefs is reftor'd, [pointing to Dymas. 
And if I die, by heav'n, and earth, and hell! 
His fordid blood ihall mingle with the duA, 
And fee if thence 'twill mount into the throne. 
O, Sir I think of it ! I'll expedl my fate. 

[Exk Demetrius. 

King. And thou (halt have it. 

Dymas. How, my lord in tears ! 

King* As if the gods came down in evidence ! 
How many fudden rays of proof concur 
To my conviftion ? Was e'er equal boldnefs ? 
But 'tis no wonder from a brother king ; 

[Prodii€€s thf firg*d letter* 
This king of Thrace— To-morrow he'll be king 
Of Macedon.— He therefore dies to-night. 

Per. [ARde to Dymas.] And yet I doubt it» for I 
know his fondnefs. 
Thou praftife well the leffon I have taught thee. 
While 1 put on a folemn face of woe, 
Afllided for a brother's early fall.— 
Heaven knows with what regret««-»Batf Sir, your 
fafety— — 

{Pre/enting th$ mandatt fer Dcmelrias*8 death. 

King. 
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J&i^. What ginr'ft thou; here ? 
. . p^mas. Your paflpori to renown. 
You- figfn your apotkveofMi in cb«r. 
WMt fcalet tlie fliics» but zeal for public good f 

Per. How god^-like nrercy f 

Djmas, Mercy to makikind) 
By treaibn awfd* 

JCiag. Muft then thy* broD&sr bleed ? fTl^Perikas. 
[Dymas feeming at a Ufo^ Peiirefli ^hijptfs bim^and 

Djmas. No, Sir^ the king: of Thratto; 

ILcohiig cft a^ Jettin 

Khfg. Wkf tBat is true — 
¥et who^ if not a father, iho«kl- fergiw ? 

Dfmas. Who, Sir, if not e Phiitp, fhoold bte jafl ? 

King, Is*t not my^feh ? [raDynun* 

Dymas. If not, Iftf lefs ktrgiifo* 

jKr>^. Is't not my t'other Perinn f f f^ Perftus, 

/^^#-, ^, I thahk yoa. 
That feeks yoiir cfown^ and life. 

King. And life ? 

Dymoi. Ne, Svr> 
He'll only take your crown, ybo lliil mayKine. 

Xij^ Kbi&v^il bhtar thee fbr thait thought. 

Per. Why Ihakes my father ? 

King, It ftabsv it knaws, it Harrows up my fool. 
Is he not young ? Was he noli much tnd^lg'd } 
Gall'd by his: brother ? Doubted by hit father ? 
Tempted by Roitie^ A nation to a boy ? 

Dymas. O a mne infant U— that depofes kinga. 

Ksng» No, . once he fav'd my crown, 

Df^msi Aad now woiiidr wear it. 

King, How my head fwim»! 

Per. Nof ftrange; the tafk is hard» 
. pymak Yet fcarce fbr him. Brutus was but a Romant 
[Shaking as if- he labultt net ha've the king hear. 
Y^ like k Philip, dar'd, and is immortal- 

King. I hear thee, Dymas \ give me then tht 
mandate. iGaing to Jigm hi Jtops fiferti 

Dymas. No-we^ier if hi^ mother thuft had paos'd. 

C Per. 
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^er. Rank cankers on thy tongae, why mendom 
her? \^Afi^. 

Xing* O gods ! I feelier now ; what am I doing? 

[Tbrcws OFmaj tbefiyh* 
J fee her dying eye let fall a tear 
In favour of Demetrius.— (hall I ftab 
Her lovely image ilampt on tv^xy feature ? . 
Dymas^ His K>til elcap'd it» Sir. 
JCing. Thou ly'ft, be gone. 

[Perfeus mud Dymas in great coi^fipn^ PeHeni 

nubifpirsl^ymsA ^ 

Pymasm True> that or nought will touch him, 

* \Afidi4o Perfeus. 
If, Sir, your rnerq'-— — £2i the King. 

Fer. O fpeak on of mercy. 
Mercy the darling attribute of heav'n. 
Dymas. If you (hould fparc him— 
King. What if I fliould ipare him ? 
Dymas, I dare not fay — Your wrath again .might rife. 
King, Yes, if thou'rX filent— What if I fhonld fpare 

him \ 
Dymas, Why if you fhould-^proud Rome would 

thank you for it. 
King. Rome ! — Her applaufe more (hocks me thaa 
his death. 
O thou, Death's orator ! Dread advocate 
For bowellefs feverity ! aiEft 
My trembling hand, as thou haft fteel'd my heart* 
And if it is guilt in me, ihare the guilt. 
He*s dead. [<2^^/fffi.] And if I blot it with one tear» 
Perfeus, tho* lefsaffefled, will forgive me. 

Per. Forgive ! Sir, I applaud, and wilk my ibrrow 
Was mild enough to weep. 

\Tbe King gdng cut meets Demetrius in mourtmrgf 
intr educed hy Antigonus.— King ft arts huckf 
amddrefs en Dymas. Recovering /peaks. 
King, This, fate, is thy tenth wave, and quite oVr* 
whelms me. 
It le(s had ihock*d me, had I met his ghoft. 
This is a plot to fcotcnce smt to death.^-— 

Wliat 
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What haft thou done, my morul foe ; thro^vn bars 

[To Antigonat. 
Athwart my glory ? but thy fcfaMne (hall fail. 
' As ruihing torrents fweep th' obflroding mound» 
So Philip meets this mountain in his way. 
Yet keeps his purpofe ftill. 

[Perfeus «in/ Pericles <u;/&(^#r afiJe* 

Teric. I can't but fear it. 

Ftr, I grant the danger great, yet don't defpair. 
Jove is againil thee, Perfeus on thy fide. 

Anu The prince, dread Sir, lo on his bended knee-^ 

i^ng. This way, Antigonus.— Do'il mark his 
bloom? 
Grace in his afpedl, grandeur in his mein ? 

Ant. I do. 

King. 'Tis falfe, take a king's word.-^He's dead.— ^ 
That darling of my foul would dab me deeping. 
How dar'ft thou dart ? Art thou the traitor's father 
If thou art pale, what is enough for me ? 
How his grave yawns, oh I that it was my own» 

Antx Mourn not the guilty. 

King^ No. he's innocent ; 
Death pays his debt to judice,. and that done^ 
•I grant him dill my fon, as fuch I love him ; 
Yes, and will clafp him to my bread, while yet 
His clay is warm, nor moulders at my touch. 

Per, A curfe on that embrace. [Ajidt^ 

Dymas. Nay worfe, he weeps. 

King. Poor boy, be not deceived by my compaffion ; 
My t^ar^ are cruel, and I groan thy death. 

Dem^ And am I then to die ? If death's decreed. 
Stab me yourfelf, not give me to the knife 
Of midnight ruffians, that have forg'd my crimes. 
For you I beg, for you I pour my tears ;• 
You are deceiv'd, difhonour'd, I am only flain. 
Oh 1 father 

King. * Father !— there's no father here ;* 
Forbear to wound me with that tender name> 
N<^r raife all nature up in arms againd me. 

Dem, My father! guardian ! friend! * nay deity I 
« What Icfs than gods give being, life, and death I 

C 2 My 
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My dying mot]i«r-v-«* 

ijitt^ Hold thy peace 1 charge thee. 

Dem'. Preffieg>youi' hftiid, and bathing it with tears 
Bequeath'^, your tondecnefs; for her^ to me; 
And low on earxh my, Itfftcijfi Lolmm* 
Clafpings your knees, tho' jianiAi'd £m» your bretd. 

Mfp^ *' My. ksKcs l-f^Wottld that were all» he grafpi 

* my heart. 

' PerfAUSt. c&nfl tliott; ila^diby andsiee-me^PiHQ'd?* 

' Ptr. Loofei lufe thy.hold.-^jb.is,iiif.fatih«p too. 

^ Ji^'«^« Yes, N44Mcdoa, audthinC) and ril pfotevc 

* thee. 

• Dem, Who once before prafen^d- it from the- ThnK 

* cian ? 

« And who at Thracimene turn'dithe lifted' bolt 

* From Philtp-s hoary. brow?' 

* KingJ* 1*11 hear no.more* 
OPerfeus! D^naas ! Periclca! afllflrrae, 
Unbind me^ difinchaiit me^ break, this oharm 
a nature, that accomplice with my fbts ; 
Rend me, O rend me, front thefriewl of Rome* 

* Per, Nay ihetti howc'er reluiSton*, aid I rnnfi, 

* The fiieadof Rome ?— 2r^<j/ fevers you forever j 

* Tho* moft incorporate and llrongJv knit ; 

' As lightning rends the knotted oak afunder. 

* D/tm, Infpiteof lightning I renew the tie^ 
' And llubborn is the grafp of dying men. 

* Who's he that fhall divide rac from.nvyfelf ? 

* [Demetrius is forced from, the* King's knett^ 

* OH lubich^ ftarting «/, be JUngi bit arms 

* round bis father, 

* Still of a piece with him from whom I greiVy 

* ril bleed on my afylum, dart' my foul 

* In this embrace, and tbus my trcafon crown. 

• AT/z/j-.' Who love yourfelves, or Macedon, orme^ 
From the curs'd eagle's talons wrcneb my crowm i 
And thisba/b'd arrow from my breaft^^'Tis done ; 

[Forced afunder* 
And the blood gufhes after it. <■ * I faint* 

• Dym. Support the. king.' 

2 Pen 
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Per. * While treafon licks theduft.' 

[Pointing to Demetrius /alUf in the ftruggU, 

Dymas. A field well foi^ht. 

P^r, And jufticc has prevail'-d. 

King, O * that the traitor could conceal the Ton '/ 
Farewell, once bell belov'd ! ftill moft deplor'd ! 
He, he who dooms thaee, bleeds upon thy tomb. 

Exeunt King, Dymas, an^ Pericles. 

Dem. Proflrate on thee, my mother earth, be thou 
Kinder than brother, tw than fathtr ; open 
And fave me in thy43orom from my — * Friends, 

* Fricods fworn to wafti their hands in guiltlefs tears, 

* And quentji infernal thirft in kindred blood, 

* As if relaiioi fever'd human hearts, 

* Or that deftrudtion was the child oflove. 

* Per. Farevvcl, y^ong traitor ; if they aflc belovK, 

* Who fen t thee bcardlefs dov^, fay, Jbcnefi ?tr(cu9 i 

* Whom reafon fwayu, «ot itiAindl ; w]m3 can ilrrke 

* At horrid parrictde, ^and fla(gfant treafon, 

' Tho' through « Ipofem djebfer than his own. 

< T4iak'^.tbou my tender heart can hate a brother f 

* The gods aiid iWiein war with novght J^at guilt. 

* @ut I muft go. What, Sir, your tail commands 

« To your Erixcne ? Shcchkh my ftay. [Ejeit P)eff«ui. 

• Dem. Without that token of a brother's love, 

* He could not part^ my death was notcnoogh.'*^ 

* I came for mercy, and 1 4iid it here, * 

* And death is mercy fince my love is loft.' 
Alas ! my father too, my heart aches for hini. 
And Perleus-**«ifiin would I fbrgive e*en thee« 
But Philip's fufierings cry too loud againilit. 
Blind author^ and fure mourner of my death ! 
Father moft dear! what pangs haft thou to come I 
Like that poor wretch is thy unhappy doom>. 
Who while in fleep his fever'd fancy glows. 
Draws his keen fword, and (heaths it in his foei t 
But waking, ftarts upright, in wild'furprize. 

To feel warm blood glide round him as he lie»^ 
To fee his reeking hands in crimibn dy'd^ 
And a pale corfe extended by his fide. 
He views with horror what mad dreams have doAe> 
Aad iinks heart-broken on a murder'd fon. [Exit. 

C 3 ACT 
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A C T V. 

Enter King anii Pofthumius^ Wr. mtetiitg^ — 

POSTKVMIVS. 

WE, in behalf of our allies^ O king I 
Caird on thee yefterday, to clear ihy glory : 
Nor wonder now that Philip is unjuft 
To Grangers, who has murder'd his own (on. "* 

King. 'Tis falfe. 

P^ift. No thanks to Philip that he fled. 

King, A traitor is no fon. 

Poft, Heav'n's vengeance on me 
If he refus'd not yefterday thy crown» 
Tho' life and love both brib*d him to comply. 

King, See there. ^Givis m ktiff* 

Poft, 'Tis not the conful's liand, or feal. 

King. You're his accomplices, 

Poji, We're his avengers, 
*Tis vvar. 

King, Eternal war. 

Pofi. Next time we meet— 

King, Is in the capitoL — Hafte, fly my kingdom. 

Pofl, No longer thine. 

King, Yes, and proud Rome a province. 

\Exit Pofthumius, \Sc* 
They brave, they make, they tyrannize o'er kings. 
The name of king the proftrate world ador'd. 
Ere Romulus had call'd his thieves together.— 
But let me paufe. — Not Quintius' hand, or feal ?— 
Doubt« and impatience, like thick fmoke» and fire. 
Cloud, and torment my reafon. 

Jnt, Sir, recal, 
And re-examine thofe you lent to Rome. 
You took their evidence in hafte and anger. 
Torture, if they rcfufe, will tell the truth. 

Kin^. 
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King. Go flop the nuptials till you hear from me. 

Erixcne afiti Delia meeting, 

Delia, Madam, the prince who fled from threatened 
death,. . 
Attempting his efcape to foreign realms, - 
Was lately taken at the city gate?, 
So ftrotigly guarded by his father's pow'rs ; 
And now confin'd experts his final doom. 

Erix, Imprifon'd and to die I — And let him die, 
BM Dymas' daughter weep. — I half forgot 
His perjurM infolence — 1*11 go and glut 
My vengeance. O how jufl a traitor's death ? 
And blacker ftill, a traitor to my love. 

{Exeunt Erixene and Deliai^ 

Setnt draws and Jho*ws Demetrius in pn/on» 

Dem. Thou fubterranean fepulchre of peace ! 
Thou heme of horror ! Hideous nell of crimes ! 
Guilt's firfl fad flage in her dark road to hell I 
Ye thick-barr'd funlefs paffages for air. 
To keep alive the wretch that longs to die ! 
Ye low-brow'd arches, thro* whofe fullen gloom^ 
Refound the ceafelefs groans of pale defpair ! 
Ye dreadful fhambles, cak'd with human blood ! 
Receive a guefl, from far, far other fcenes. 
From pompous courts, from fhouting vidories, 
Garouzing feftivals, harmonious bow'rs. 
And thefoft chains of heart-difTolving love. 
Oh! How unlike to /i&^/* heart-breaking load 
0£ fhame eternal, ne'er to be knock'd off. 
Oh ! welcome death, no never but by theC' ■ 
Nor has a foe done this. — A friend 1 A father I—' 
O ! that I could have dy'd without their guilt.— ^• 

Entet Erixene. 

[Demetrius ga^ngat her* 
Sio look'd in chaos the'firfl beam of light. 
How drives the ftiong enchantment of her eye 

C4 All 
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All horror h^nce ? — ^How die the thogghtt of dettk? 

Ertx» I knew not my own heart. I cannot bear it. 
Shame chides me back ; for to infult his woes 
Is too fevere ; and to condole, too kind. [GoiM^^ 

Dem. Thus I arrell you in the arms of mercy» 
And daffc oOanpel your flay : is then one look;. 
One word, one moment, a lail moment too; 
When I (land tottering on the brink of deaths 
A cruel ignominious death, too much 
For one that loves like me ? A length of ycart 
You may devote to my beft rival's arms, 
I aik but one fhort moment* O permit. 
Permit the dying to lay claim to thee, 
To thee, thou dear equivalent for life.— — 
Cruel, relentleA, marble-hearted maid f 

Erix. Demetri4i5, you perfift to do me wrong. " ~ 
For fellow, tko* f behold ^ee as thou art. 
Doubly a traitor to the ilate and me ; 
Thy foi^row, tThf diftrefsJiave^ueh'dimy lK>foin{ 
Lown it is a fauU, I pity thee, • ' .r^ - 

Sftter Oflker. 

Ojfficcr, My lond, your time is Ihort, and 4eadi wa|U 
for you. 

En'x. Death ?— I forgive the^ fVojn my inmoft (bol. 

Dem. Forgive me ? Oh ! thou need'ft not to forgive; 
If impofition had not flruck thee blind. 
Truth lies in ambuih yet, but will ftart up, 
And feizethy trembling (bul, when mine is fled. 
O I've a thoufand, thoufand things to fay. 

Erix, And I ^m come a fecret to difclofe 
That might awake thee wer*t thou dead already. 

Officer, My lord, your final moment is expired, 

Dem, and Erix. One, one fhort moment more, 

Dem. No ; death leta fall 
The curtain, and divides our loves for ever. 

[// forced ouU 

Erix, Oh, I've a darker dungeon in my foul. 
Nor want an executioner to kill me. 
* What revolutions in the hum^Q hif^rt . 

« Will 
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^ Will^ity taaft ? What hdrrid deeds rtvcnge ?' [Exit. 

Scene Jhuts.- Enter Antigonosj m)hh attendants. 

Ant, * How difbiit Tirtue dweili from ihortal irtah ? 
* Wa«'( Mil that each man calls for othel 's virtae, 
' Her very name on earth would be for^t, 
/ And leave the tongue» as it has left the heart/ 
Was ever fuch a labour'd plan of guilt f 
Take the king's maiidate, to the prifon Ry, 
Throw wide the gates, and let Demettius kbO# 
The full dctaU* 

Enter Erixene. 

The priilcefs ! ha ! be gone ; [To the attenddntn 

While I ftirup an equal trtmfport here* 

Princefsy I fee your griefs, and judge thecftufe c 

Bdtl bring news might raife yea from the grave; 

Or call }(ou down fi-am heaven to hear with j^. 

Juft gpd's i the virtuous will at laft prevail* 

On motives here too tedious to relate, 

I begg'd the king, to re-examine thbie^ 

Who came from Rome. TJic king approv'd my 

counfel. . . 

SurprizM, and confcious, in their charge they falt^r'd. 
And threatened tortui-es foon difcover'd all } 
That Perfeus bribed them to their perjuries \ 
That Quintius' letter was a forgery ; 
That prince Demetrhus' iiiterccfyrfe with Rofine 
Was innocent of rreafoii to the flare. 

Erix, 6 my fwein heart ! What will the gods dd 
with me ? 

Ant, And to confirln this iiioft furprizing news, 
Dymas, who, driving to fupprefs a tumult. 
The rumour of Demetrias* flight had rais'd. 
Was wounded fore, with his laft breath cbtifrfs'd. 
The prince refus'd his daughter, which affront 
Inflam'd the ftatcfrrtan to his prince's ruin. 

Erix, Did he rfefufe her ? . [Suvoon^* 

Ant. Quite overcome with joy ! 
Trrfn/ported out of life ! — The gods reftore her ! 

C 5 Erix* 
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Erix. Ah ! why recal roe ? This is a new kind 
Of murder; rooft fevere ! that dooms to It/e^ 

Jnt. Fair princefs, you confound me. 

Erix. Am 1 fair ? 
Am I a princefs ? Love and empire mine ? 
^Ay> gorgeous irifions dancing in my fight ! ■ 

No, here I Hand a naked fhipwreck*d wretch. 
Cold, trembling, pale, fpent, helplefs, hopelefsy ntdt 
Caft on a (hore-as cruel as the waves. 
O'er hung with rugged rocks, too deep to climb y 
The mountain billows loud, come foaming in 
Tremenduous ; and confound, ere they devour. 

* Jmt^ Madam, the king abfolves you from your 

• vow. 

* Erix. For me it matters not, but oh ! the prince.-^ 

* When he had Ihot the eulph of his defpair ; 

* Emerging into all the fight of heav'n. 

* His heart high beating, with well-grounded hope; 

* Then to make fhipwreck of his hapninefs, 

« Like a poor wretch that has efcapM the florm» 
« And fwam to what he deems an happy ifle» 

* When lo ! the favage natives drink his blood. 

* Ah! why is vengeance fweet to woman's pride* 

* As rapture to her love f It has undone me.' 
Delia^ Madam, becomes. 

Erix, Leave us, Antigonus. 

Ant. What dreadful lecrct this !— But I'll obey. 
Invoke the gods, and leave the refl to fate. 

[Exit. Antigonus. 

Erix, How terribly triumphant comes the wretch f 
He comes, like flowers ambrofial, early born, 
To meet the blad, and pcrifh in the llorm. 

Enter Demetrius. 

Dem. After an age of abfence in one hour. 
Have I then found thee, thou ccleflial maid I 
Like a fair Venus in a iiormy Tea ; 
Or a bright goddcfs, thro* the (hades of nieht, 
Dropt from the ilars to thcfe blcft arms again ? 
How exquifue is pkafuic after pain ? 

1 Why 



THE tfROTHE R S. 59 

"Why throbs my heart fo turbulentiy ftrong, 
Pain'd at thy prcfencc, thro' redundant joy, 
liike a poor mifer, beggar'd by his ftore ? 

Erix, Demetrius, joy and forrow dwell too near.. 

J>em. Talk not of forrow, left the gods refent 
As under-priz'd fo loud a call to joy« 
I live, I love, am lovM, I have her here ! 
Rapture in prefent, and in profpedl more I 
No rival, no dcftroyer, no defpair ; 
For jealoufies. for partings, groans, and deaths 
A train of joys, the gods alone can name ! 
When heav'n defcends in bleffings fo profufe, ' 
So fudden, fofurpafling hope's extreme, 
Like the fun burfling from the midnight gloom, 
'Tis impious to be niggards in delight ; 
Joy becomes duty ; heav'n calls for fome excefs. 
And tranfport flames our incenfe to the ikies* 

Erix^ Tranfport how dreadful ! 

Dem, Turns Erixene? 
Can ihe not bear the fun-fhine of our fate ? 
Meridian happinefs is pour'd around us ; 
The laughing loves defcend in fwarms upon us, 
And where we tread is an eternal fpring* 
By heav'n, I almoft pity guilty Perfeus 
For fuch alofs. 

Erix. That (labs me thro* and thro* ! 

Dem, What ftabs thee ? — Speak. — Have I then loH 
thy love ? 

Erix, To my confufion be it fpoke— — 'Tis thine. 

Dem, To thy confufion ? Is it then a crime ? 
You heard how dying Dymas clear'd my fame. 

Erix. I heard, and trembled ; heard, and ran di- 
ftrafted. 

Dem, Aftoniftiment ! 

£r/>. I've nothing elfe to give thee. 

[He retires in aftonijhment ; Jhe in a^ny | gnd 
hoth are Jiltnt for fome time* 
He is ftruck dumb— Nor can I fpeak.— Yet mull I. 
J tremble on the brink ; yet mull plunge in— • 
Know, my Demetrius ! joys are for the gods ; 
Man's common courfc of nature is diftrcfs : 

C 6 His 
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His joys are prodigies ; and, like |h«m iOQ, 

Porteftd approaching ill. Thp wife ok^a fyats. 

And trembles at ^he psri/s of a Wife. 

To hope, how bold ? How daring to b^ foni. 

When, what oi^r fondnefs grafp«, is apt immortal ^^ 

I will prefume on thy known, ileady virtpe, 

And treat thee \\]fx a iQan ; I will, Pom^tria^ ! 

Nor longer in my bofom hide a brapd^ 

That burns unfeen, and dr^lk9 tny vital blood* 

Dem. Whatniyftery ? [^6rr /esmd p4n^9 im ioii. 

Erixs The blackcft. 

Dem, How fvery terror doubles in the d^k I . 
Why muffled up in iilence Hands my fa^c ? 
This horrid fpedre let me ice at OincCf 
And (hew if Fm a man. 

Erix, It calls for more. 

Dem, It calls for ji«^ then, love has made me n^en* 

Erix, O fortify thy foul with more t;han love ; 
To hear, what heard, thou'il carfe the tongae tbat tells 
thee, 

Dem, Curfe whom ? carfe thee ! 

Erix, Yes, from thy inafioft foul. 
Why doll thou lift thine tyts and hands to heav'a ? 
The pow'rs moll confcious of this deed, refide 
In darknefs, howl below in raging fires, 
Where pangs lik^ mine corrode them.— Thence ^rife^ 
Black gods of execration and defpair ! 
Thro' dreadful earthquakes cleave your upward way. 
While nature (hake^ aiKi vapours blot the fun ; 
Then thro* thofe horrors in loud groans proclaim^ 
That I am ' ■ 

Dem. What ? Pll have it, tho' it blaft me. 

Erix, Thus then in thunder — I am Perfeus' wife. 

[Demetrius falls againft ihi fcene. After a 
paufe, 

Dem. In thunder ? — No ; that had not ilruck fo deep* 
What temped e'er diicharg'd fo fierce a fire ?— 
Calm and deliberate anguifh feeds upon me. 
tach thought fent out for help brings in new woe. 
Where fhall I turn ? where fly ? 10 whom but thee, 

Tremeadous 
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Tremendous Jove ! whom mortals will not know 
From bl^ngSy but jcomf el to be fevere* 
I feel thy vengeance, and adore thy power. 
I fee jDoy failings^ and abfolve chy rage. 
Bat, oh 1 I muft perceive the load that's on me$ 
I can't but tremble underneath the Aroke. 
Aid me to bear 1 — But iince it can't be borne. 
Oh let thy mercy burft in flames i\pon me ! 
Thy triple bolt is healing balm to this. 
This pain unfelt, unfancy'd by the wretch. 
The groaning wretch^ that on the- wheel expires, 

Enx. Why did IteU thee? 

Dem, Why commit a deed 
Too fhocking to be told ? What fumes of hell 
Flew to thy brain ? What fiend the crinje infpir'd? 

£rix. Perfeus* laft night« as foon as tliou wift fled, 
At that dead hour, when good men are at reft. 
When every crime, and horror is abroad, 
Gxaves yawn, fienAs yell, wolves howl, and ravens 

fcream. 
Than ravens, wolves, or fiends more fatal far ; 
To me he came, and threw him at my feet. 
And wept, and fwore unlefs I gave confent 
To call a priefl that moment, all was ruin'd. _ 

That the next day Demetrius and his powers 
Might conquer, he lofe me, and I my crown, 
Confer'd by Philip but on Perfeus' wife, 
1 ftarted, trembled, fainted ; he invades 
My half-recover'd llrength,. brib'd priclts confpirc. 
All urg'd my vow, all wiz'd my ravifliM hand. 
Invoke the gods, run o'er the hafly lite ; 
While each ill omen of the fky flew o'er us. 
And furies howl'd our nuptial fong below.— —^ 
Can ft thou forgive ? 

Dem. By all the flames of love. 
And torments of dei^iiair, I ne*uer can. 
The furies tofs their touches from thy hand. 
And all their adders hifs around thy head ! 
I'll fee thy face no more ! 
Erix. Thy, rage is juft. 
Ytt ftay and hear me. [SLe hieels emd holih him* 

Dem 
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Dem. I have heard too much. 

Eru>c, 'Till thou haft heard the whole. Ode nbf 
curfeme! 

Dem, Where can I find a curfe to reach thy crime ? 

Erix. Mercy ! l^gepirig^ 

Dem. [Afide,'] Her tears, like drops of molten lead. 
With torment burn their paflage to my heart. 
And yet fuch Tiolation of her vows 

Erix, Mercy! 

Dem^ Pcrfeus [Stamfing. 

Erix, Stamp 'till the center fhakes. 
So black a daemon (halt thou never raife. 
Perfeus ? Canft thou abhor him more than I :? 
Hell has its furies, Perfeus has his love. 
And, oh ! Demetrius his eternal hate. 

Dem, Eternal ? Yes, eternal and eternal 
As deep, and everlafting as my pain. 

Ertx, Some god defcend and (both his foul to peace ! 

Dem» Talk'ft thou of peace, what peace haft thod 
beftow'd ? 
A brain diftrafled, and a broken heart. 
Talk'ft ihou of peace ? Hark, hark, thy huft)and calls. 
His father's rebel! brother's murderer! 
Nature's abhorrence, and thy lawful lord ! 
Fly my kind patronefs, and in his bofom 
Confult my peace. 

En'x. 1 never (hall be there* 
My lord! my life ! 

Dem. How fay'ft ? Is Perfeus here ? — 
Fly, fly ! away, away ! 'tis death ! 'tis inceft ! 

[Starting wii/e, and looking round him. As hi 
is going Jhe lays hold of his robe. 
Dar'ft thou to touch Demetrius ? Dar'ft thou touch him 
Even with thine eye ? 

Erix. I dare — and more, dare feize. 
And fix him here : no doubt to thy fnrprize ■ 
I'm blemifh'd, not abandon'd ; honour ftill 
Is facred in my fight. Thou call'ft it inceft; 
'Tis innocence, 'tis virtue; if there's virtue 
In fixt, inviolable ftrength of love. 

For 
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For know, the moment the dark deed waa done, 
The moment madnefs made me Perfeus* wife, 
I feiz'd this fritndy and lodg'd him in my bofom, 

• \^Shfwing a dagger • 
Firmly refolv'd I never would be more. 
And now 1 fling me at thy feet, imploring 
Thy fteadier hand to guide hinv to my heart. 
Who wed in vengeance wed not but to die. 

* Bern, Has Perfeus then an hymeneal claim ? 

* And no divorce, but death ?— and death from me, 

* Who (hould defend thee from the world in arms ? 

* O thou ftill excellent ! ftill moft belov'd f 

* Erix. Life is the foe that parts us ; death a friend^ 
' All knots diflblving, joins us ; and for ever. 

* Why fo diforderM ? Wherefore (hakes thy frame ? 

* Look on me ; Do I tremble ? Am I pale ? 

* When I let loofe a figh, I'll pardon thine. 

^ Take my example, and be bravely wretched ; 

* True grandeur ^ifes from furmounted ills ; 

* The wretched only can be truly great. 

* If not in kindnefs, yetyi vengeance ilrike ; 

* 'Tis not Erixene, 'tis Perfeus*. wife. 

* Thou'lt not refign me ?' 
Dem, Not to Jove. 
Erix, Then ftrike. 
Dent. How can I ftrike ? 

\Ga%ing on her ivith afiomjkment. 
Stab at the face of heav'n ? 
How can I ftrike ? — Yet how can I forbear ? 
I feel a thoufand deaths, debating one. 

* A deity ftands guard on every charm, 

* And ftrikes at me. 

* Erix. As will thy brother foon : 

* He's now in arms, and may be here this hour. 
« Nothing fo cruel as too ibft a foul ; 

« This is ftrange tendernefs that breaks my heart, 

* Strange tendernefs that dooms to double dearth : 

* To Perfeus. 

* Dem. True.- But ho^ to fhun that horror ? ^ 

* By wounding thee, whom favage pards would fpare? 
< My heart's inhabitant ! my foul's ambition ! 

* By 
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* By wounding thee^ and bathing in thy blood ; 

* That blood lUuflnoas, thro' a radiant face 

* Of kings, and heroes, rolling down from gods ! 

* Erix. Heroes and kings, and gods themfelves, mnft 

« yield 
< To dire neceffity. 

* Dem. Since that abfolves me, 

* Stand firm and fair. 

* Erix. My bofom meets the point, 

* Than Perfeas far more welcome to my breaiL 

* Dim. Neceffity, for gods themfelves too ftrong, 

' Is weaker than thy charms. [Drbps the ihigger. 

* Erix. O my Demetrius ! 

[TurnSf ami g$es to the further part of the ftifgi. 
*• Dem. O my Erixene I 

* [Both filenti nveep^ and iremhk* 

* Erix. Farcwel. [Geiftg 

* Dem. Where goeft ? [Pajtonatefy /eizistg hef. 

* Erix. To feek a friend. 
« Dem. He's here. 

* Erix. Yes, Perfeus' friend. 
<' Earth open and receive me. 

* Dem. Heav'n ftrike os dead, 

* And fave me from a double fuicide, 

* And one of tenfold death — O Jove ! O Jove ! 

* [Fal'ing on his knees. 

* But Fm diftraiSled. * [Suddenly Jiart tag up. 

* What can Jove ? — Why pray ? 

* What can 1 pray for ? 

* Erix. For a heart. 

* Dem. Yes, one 

« That cannot feel. Mine bleeds at every vein. 
< Who never lov'd, ne'er fufFer'd ; he feels nothing, 

* Who nothing feels but for himfelf alone; 

* And when we feel for others, reafon reels^ 

* O'erloaded, from her path, and man ram mad* 

* As love alone can exquifitely blefs, 

* Love only feels the marvellous of pain : 

* Opens new veins of torture in the ibul, 

* And wakes the nerve where agonies are bom* 

* E'en Dymas, Perfeus,- (hearts of adamant i) 

• Might 
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* Might w(»ep «he& tormeats of their mortal foe. 
Bri^. * SluU I be Ms compaffiooate than they ?' 

[Tahs up the dagger. 
What love deny'd, thiae ironies luive done ; 

[Staij birfilfi 
Demetritts* figh ouUUngs the dart of death. 

Efitif the King^ Wr. 

Kin^. Give my Demetrias to my arms ; I call him 
To life from death, to tranfport from dcfpair. - 

Dem. See Perfeus' wife! {Pointing at £rixeiieO let 

Delia tell the refl. 
King, My grief-accuftom'd heart can guefi too welL 
Dem. That figh turns all to guilt, but tears and 

death. 
King. Death l—Who ih^l ^«ell falfe Perfeut AOW it 

Who pour piy .t/efnp(9ft QP Umi C«>M ? 

How iha^l I fweiBtffD Ij/e to thy &d fp^rk f-*-M 

I'll quit my throne thia houo .^ thou ihak re»i|. 

Dem. Yoifk recommeM ibik^^^tfo^ would ^ffiude^ 
Ennobled tluis Iby fkme andieitipire ioft« 
A^ w^U .«« 4ife !;-*5i5iaU facriSoe to J^yc. 

{Going toftab him/elf^ the King runs t9 prtvent 
it, .hut too late. 
King. Ah, hold! nor ftrikc thy dagger thro* my 

heart ! 
Dem. 'Tis my ^i^ difobedience, and my lafl. 

[Falls douun^ 
King. There Philip fell ! There Macedon expired ! 
I fee the Roman Eagle hovering o'er us, 
And the (haft broke, fhould bring her to the ground. 

[Pointing to Demetrius. 
Dem. Hear, good Antigonus ! my laft requeft. 
Tell Perfcus, if he'll fheath his impious (Word 
Drawn on his father, I'll forgive him all ; 
Tho' poor Erixene lies bleeding by. 
Her blood cries vengeance. £ ut my father's peace«- 

[Dies. 
'■ Sing* ^^ much his goodnefs wounds me, as his 
'' ' ^ death. 

What 
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• What then arc both !— O Philip, once renown'd T 

• Where is the pride of Greece, the dread of Romey. 

• The theme of Athens, the wide world's example, 

• And the god Alexander's rival> now? 

• Ev'n nt the foot of fortune's precipice, 

« Where tl>e flave's figh wafts /;Vj> to the prince^ 

• And his omnipotenct cries out for mare* 

* Ant. As thefvvoln column of afcendin^ fmokc,. 

• Sofolid fwells thy gX2iXiAt\xr^ pigmy man! 

* King.^ My life's deep tragedy was plan'd with art^ 
From feene to fcene advancing in diftrefs. 

Thro' a fad ferics, lo this dire ref\i!t ; 

As^if theThracian queen condudlrd all, 

•And wrote the moral in her childfen's" biood ;• 

(Which feas might labour to vvafh out in vain.y 

JHear iV, ye nations ! diftant ages I hear ; 

And learn the dread decrees of Jove to fear;- 

His dread decrees the flridteft balance deep ; 

The fatiwr groans, who made a mother weep j: 

But if no terror for yeurfehes can move, 

fTremble, ye parents, for ^he child yc love ;-. 

For your Demeirios : mine is doom'd to bleed, 

Aguildcfs vidixn for his fatherVdced;-: [£xf«9f «ili«f». 
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^N Epilogue, tJ^ro^ cu/7om, is your rights 
"^ But n*er pirhaps ivar needful //// this nigBt* 
To-night the 'virtuous falls y the guilty fiies^ 
Guilt" s dreadful clofe our narrow fcene denies* 
In hiftorfs authentic record read 
What ample njengeance gluts Demetrius^ Jhade : 
Vengeance fo greats that ^when his tale is told, ' 

With pity fome, e^ven Perfeus may behold, 
Perfeus fur'vi'v*d, indeed, and filVd the throne. 
But ceafelefs cares in conqueft made him groan* 
Nor reigned he long ; from Ejome fwifi thunder fkv9t 
And headlong from his throne the tyrdnt thre^w : 
Throtwn headlong donun^ hy Rome in triumph ledf 
For this night* s deed^ his perjured bofom hied. 
His brother* s ghofi each moment made himjlart. 
And all his father^ s anguijh rent his heart > 
When rob^d in black his children round him hung^ 
And their rats' d arms in early for row wrung ; 
The younger fmiPd, unconfcious of their woe ; 
At nvhich thy tears^ O Rome / began to fow. 
So fad the fcene : <what then muft Perfeus feel ^ 
To fee Jo*ue*s race attend the 'viBor*s wheel : 
To fee the Jla*ves of his worft foe encreafe^ 
From fach a fource l^-^An emperor's embrace. 
He ficken'd foon to deaths and ivhat is ivorfep 
He well defer vM, and felt the coward's curfe \ 
tJnpity*dt fcorn'df i>fulted his laft hour^ 
Fait f<*^ from home, (ind in a *vaJfaPs power * 
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iih pale cheik rtfted w hisjhameful chatH^ 

No friend to mourn^ no flatterer to feign. 

No fuit reiatiiy no comfort foothi his dooiHp 

And not one tear bede*o)s a monarcVs tomh 

Nor ends it thus^^in ^vengeance to comp/eat. 

His ancient empire /ailing f Jhares .bis fate. 

His throne forgot I His loeefing country ^hain^ J f 

And nations aJk'^Where Alexander reign* df 

As public woes a princess crimes purfue% 

So, public blej/ings are his nfirtue^s due* 

Shout, Britons, /hout l-^At/fpicioui fortune 'lUfs^i 

And cry ^ Long /i<y#-^Our title to fucceri* 
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PROLOGUE, 



TJf/'HE N once vi poet fettles an HI nam:^ 

Let him njurite ivel/, or HI, *tij all the famei 
For criiicks no^w-a-days^ like flocks of fi;eep^ 
Allfollcyw, *when thefrfi has made the leap, 
And^ doyoujuflice, mojl are nvcil incl:n*d 
7<p cenfure faults you know not hoiv to find : 
Some caiul at the file, and fofnt the aSiors ; 
FoTf right or ijurong, i\je pafs for malefadors^ 
Some <well-bred perfcns carp at the decorum^ 
As if they bore the draiAjittg-room before *em. 
Sometimes your foft refpeSlfulfpark clifcovers^ 
Our ladies are too coming to their lo'vers ; 
F-or they tuho fiill purfue, but ne*€r enjoy ^ 
lit e'very cafe expeSi afiege of Trey, 
^here are fome others too nxho offer battle ^ 
And IV it h their time and place maul Arijlotle, 
Afk lAjhat they mean, and after fome grimace 
^bey tell you, t'welve's the time ; and for the place, 
The chocolatC'houfe , at the looking-glafs, 
To pleafe fuch judges, fome ha-ve tir'^d their brains. 
And almofl had their labour for their pains ; 
After a tivel've-month 'vainly fp:nt in plotting^ 
Thefe mettled criticks cry ^tis good for nothing ; 
But njuifer authors turn their plots upon yc, 
Aud plot to purpofe ivhen they get your money. 
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A C T I. 

SCENE, hffore Count Baldwin*/ Houft. 

Bnttr ViUeroy and Carloi* 

Carlos. 

THIS conftancy of your's will eflablifhan immor* 
tal reputation among the women. 

FiL If it would eftabliAi me with Ifabella 

Car. Follow her, follow her ; Troy town was won 
at lafl. 

Fil. I have followed her thefe fcvcn years, and now 
but live in hopes. 

Car. But live in hopes I Why, hope is the ready 
road, the lover's baiting-place ; and, for ought you 
know, but one ftage fhort of the pofTeflion of your mif- 
trefs. 

FiL But my hopes, I fear, are more of my own mak- 
ing, than her's ; and proceed rather from my wiihcs, 
than any encouragement flie has given me. 

Car. That I can't tell : the fex is wtry various : there 
are no certain nieafures to be prefcrib'd or foIlowM, in 
making our approaches to the women. All that we have 
to do, I think, is to attempt 'em in the weakeft part, 
Prefs them but hard, and they will all fall under the 
necefiity of a furrender at laft. That favour comes at 
once ; and fometimes when we leail expert it. 

FiL I Ihall be glad tot find it fo. 

A 3 Car^ 
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Car. You will find it fo. Every place is to be taken, 
that is not to be rcliev'd ^ fhe miifl comply. 

F/l. Vm going to vifit her. 

Car, What intereft a brother-in-law can. have with 
her, depend upon. 

FiL I know your intereft, and I thank you. 

Car. You are prevented ; fee the mourner conies ; 
She weeps, as fcven years were feven hours ; 
So frefh, unfading, is the memory 
Of my poor brother's, Biron's, death : 
I leave you to your opportunity. [Exit Villeroy. 

Tho* I have taken care to root her from our houfe, 

I would tranfplant her into Villeroy's • — 

There is an evil fate that waits upon her. 
To which I vvifli him wedded— Only him : 
His upflart family, with haughty brow, 
(Tho' Villeroy and myfelf are feeming friends) 
^ Looks down upon our houfe ; his filler too, 
"Whofe hand I aikM, and was with fcorn refus'd. 
Lives in my breaft, and fires me to revenge. 
They bend this way-^ — 
Perhaps, at laft, ihe feeks my father's dooVs ; 
Tliey fhall be fhut, and he preparM to give 
The beggar and her brat a cold reception. 
That boy's an adder in my path — they come, 
I'll (land apart, and watch their motions. [Retitef* 

Enter yilleroy, ivith Ifabella and her little fon^ 

J/a, Why do you follow me ? You know I am 
A bankrupt every way ; too far engag'd 
Ever to make return ; I own you've been 
More than a brother to me, my friend ; 
And at a time when friends arc found no more, • 
A friend to my misfortunes. 

yH, I mufl be 
Always your friend. 

I/a. I h'.ive known and found you 
Truly my friend ; and would I could be your's ; 
But the unfortunate cannot be friends : 
' Fate watches the fiift motion of the foul, 

' To 
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* To difappoint our wiihes : if we pray 

* For bleffings, they prove curfes in the end, 

* To ruin all about us.' Pray be gone. 
Take warning, ^nd be happy. 

Fil. Happinefs ! 
There's none for me without you : ' Riches, name, 

* Health, fame, diftinftion, place, and quality, . 
' Are the incumbrances of groaning life, 

* To make it but more tedious without you.* 
What (erve the goods of fortune for ? To raife 

My hopes, that you at laft will Ihare them with me. 

' Long life itfelf, the univerfal prayer, 

' And heaven's reward of well-defervers here, 

* Would prove a plague to me ; to fee you always, 
' And never fee you mine ! flill to de/ire, 

* And never to enjoy 1* 
I/'a I mull not hear you. 

^/7. Thus, at this awful diftance, J have ferv'd 

A fcvcn year's bondage Do I call it bondage 

When I can never v/ilh to be redeemed f 

No, let me rather linger out a life 

Of expe^lation that you may be mine. 

Than be reftor'd to the indifference 

Of feeing you, without this plcafing pain : 

I've loft my felf, and never would be found, 

But in thefe arms. 

I/a. Oh, I have heard all this. 

But mult no more the charmer is no. 

more : , . * 

My bury'd hulband rifes in the face 
Of my dear boy, and chides me for my flay : 
Canfl thou f .rgive me, child ? 

Chilit, ^S^^^y, hav-! yon done a fault ? You cry as if 
you had. Indccil ii) a', I'vj -I-mij nothin;^ to oiFciid 
you: but If^j-.i Wi.-^ i.iC, and I'-ul- fo very ivA upoa me, 
I fhall 01/ : jo. 

J/a. My little angel, no, you mufl not cry; 
Sorrow will overtake thy ftcps too foon : 
I fliouKl not haften it. 

ni. What can I fay ! 
The arguments that make againft my hopes 

A 4 Prevail 
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Prevail upon my heart, and fix nie more ; 

* Thofe pious tears you hourly tlirow away 

* Upon the grave, have all their quick'ning charms^ 

* And more engage my love to make you mine:' 
When yet a virgin, free, and undifpos'd, 

I lov'd, but faw you only with my eyes ; 

I could not reach the beauties of your ibul : 

I have fmce liv'd in contemplation. 

And long experience of your growing goodnefs : 

"What then was paffion, is my judgment now. 

Thro' all the fcveral changes of your life 

Confirm 'd and fettled in adoring you. 

J/a. Nay, then I muft be gone. If you're mf 
friend. 
If you regard my little intereft, 
No more of this ; you fee, I grant yon all 
That frieudlhip will allow : be ftill my friend ; 
That's all I can receive, or have to give. 
I'm going to my father ; he needs not an excuie 
To ufe me ill ; pray leave me to the trial. 

F/'I, I'm only bom to be what you would have me^ 
The creature of your power, and muft obey; 
In every thing obey you. I am going : 
But all good fortune go along with you. [^^{^* 

I/a. 1 (hall need alF your wilhes [knficiu 

Lock'd! and.faft! 

Where is the charity that us'd to ftand 

In our forefathers' hofpitable days 

At great men's doors, ready for our wants. 

Like the good angel of the family; 

With open arms taking the needy in. 

To feed and cloath, to comfort and relieve 'em ? 

Now even their gates are fliut again ft their poor. 

[Sl^e knocks agaiit* 

Enter Sampfon to her. 

Samp, Well, what's to do now, I trow ? Vou knock 
as loud as if you were invited; and that's more than 1 
hoard of; but 1 can tell you, you may look twice about 

you 
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you for a welcome, in a great man's family, before you 
iind it, unlcfs you bring it along witK'you. 

I/a. I hope I bring my welcome along with me : Is- 
your lord at home ? 

Sam/f, My lord at home I 

I/a. Count Baldwin lives here ftill i 

Samp. Ay, ay, Count Baldwin does live here: and I 
am his porter : but what's that to the purpofe, gooct 
woman, of my lord's being at home ! 

I/a. Why, don't you know me> friend? 

Samp. Not I, not I, millrefs ; I may have feeji yow 

before, or fo : but men of employment muft 'forget 

their acquaintance ; efpecially fuch as we are never to 

be the better for^ [Goinjr to Jhut the door, Nur/e enters y. 

[having o*ver beard him.. 

Nur/e, Handfomer words would become you, and 
mend your manners, Sampfon : do you know wko yovi 
prate to ? 

I/a. I'm glad you know me, norfe. 

Nur/e. Marry, heav'n forbid. Madam, that T fhoulJ 
ever forget you, or my little jewel: pray go in— [^- 
kella goes in -with her cb/ld.] Now my Weifing go along 
with you, wherever you go, or whatever you are about. 
Fie, Sampfon, how could'ft thou be fuch a Saracen'h 
A Turk would have been a better Chriflian, than to- 
have done fo barbaroufly by fo good a lady. 

Samf. Why look you, nurie, I know you of old : by 
your good-will you would have a finger in every body*$ 
pie, but mark the end on't ; if I'm call'd. to account 
about it, I know what I have to fay. 

Nur/e » Marry come up here; fay your pleafure, and 
ipare not. Refufe his eldell: fon's widow, and poor 
child,, the comfort of feeing him I She does not trouble 
him fo often. 

Samp, Not that I am againft it, nurfe, but we are^ 
bat fervants, you know: we muil have no likings, but 
oor lord's ; and muft do as we are ordered* 

* Nur/e, Nay, that's true, Sampfon. 

* Sa?np. Befides, what I did was all for the bed: I 

• have no ill-v/ill to the young lady, as a body may fay^ 

• upon my own account ; only thit I hear Ihe is poor ; 

As * and 
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• and indeed I na*. airily hate your decayed gentry: 
' they expedl as much waiting upon as when they had 

* money in their p-ckc'.s, and were able to conlider ui 
' for the trouble. 

' Kurfi. V/hy, that is a grievance indeed in great 
' families, where the gifrs, a: good times, are better 
' than the '^'t^^q^. It would do v. ell to be reform'd.' 

^amp. But what is the bufmef?, nurfe ? You have 
been in the family before I came into the world : what's 
the reafon, pray, that this daughter-in-law, who has {o 
good a report in every body's mouth, is fo little fet by, 
by my lord ? 

Nurfe. Why, I tell you, Samfon, more nor lefs ; I'll 
tell the truth, that's my way, you know, withont ad- 
ding, or diminifiiing. 

Samp, Ay, marry, nurfe. 

Nurfe. My lord's eldeft fon, Biron by name, the (on 
of his bofom, and the fon that he would have loved beil, 
if he had as many as king Pyramus cf Troy, 

* Samp, How ! King Pryamus of Troy ! Why how 
many had he?' 

' Nurfe, Why the ballet fmgs he had fifty (bns, but 
' no matter for that.' This Biron, as i was faying, was 
a lovely fweet gentleman, and indeed nobody could 
tlame his father for loving him : he wa: a fon for the 
king cf Spain ; God blefs him, for I was his nurfe. But 
no.v I con;e to the point, Sampfcn ; this Biron, without 
afking the advice of his frieudi, hand over head, as 
yourg men will have rheir vagaries, not having the fear 
of his father before his eyes, as I may fay, wilfully 
marries this Ifabeila. 

Samp. How, wilfully \ he Ihould have had her con- 
fent, methinks. 

Nurfe. No, wilfully marries her; and, which was 
worfe, after fhc had fettled ..11 her fortune upon a nun- 
nery, which fhe broke out of to run awa/ with him. 
They fay they had the church's fcrgivenefs, but 1 had 
rather it had been his father's. 

Sa/?:p. Why, in good truth, * thefe nunneries, I fee 

' no gcod they do. I think the young lady was in the 

* right, to run away from a nunnery :' and I think our 

3 young 
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young mafter was not in the wrong, but in marrying 
without a portion. 

Nurj'e. That was the quarrel, I believe, Sampfon : 
upon this, my eld lord would never fee him ; difin- 
herited him ; took his younger brother, Carlos, into 
favour, whom he never car'd for before ; and at laft forc'd 
Biron-to go to the fiege of Candy, where he was killed. 

Samp, Alack-a-day, poor gentleman. 

Nurfe. For which my old lord hates her^ asiffhe 
had been ihe caufe of his going thither. 

Samp. Alas, alas, poor lady 1 fhe has fufFer'd for't:- 
fhe has liv'd a great while a widow. 

Nurfe. A great while, indeed, for a young woman, 
Sampfon. 

Samp. Gad fo ! here they come; I* won't venture to 
be feen. 

Enter Count Bsildv/in, /ol/oived ly Ifabella and her child. • 

C Bald, Whoever of your friends dlredled you, 
Mifguided and abufed you There's your way ; 
I can aiFord to ihew you out again ; 
What could you expcdt from me ? 

I/a. Oh, 1 have nothing to expedl on earth ! 
But mifery is very apt to talk : 
I thought I might be heard. 

C Bald, What can you fay ? 
Is there in eloquence, can there be in words- 
A recompLnfing pow'r, a remedy, 
A reparation of the injuries. 
The great calamities, that you have brought 
On me, and mine I You have deftroy'd thofe hopes 
I fondly raisM, through my declining life. 
To reft my age upon, and moft undone me. 

I/a. I have undone myfelf too. 

C. Bald, Speak it a^^ain ; 
Say ftill you are undone, and I will hear you,. 
With pleafure hear yoii. 

J/a. Would my ruin pleafe you ? 

C, Bald, Beyond all other pleafures. 

J/ifi. Then you are pleas'd — for I am mofl undone. 

A 6 C. BM' 
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C SaU, I pray'd but for revenge, and heav*n ha^ 
heard 
And fentit to my wifhes : thefe grey hairs 
Would hate gone down in forrow to the grave. 
Which you have dug for me without the thought. 
The thought of leaving you more wretched here. 

iya. Indeed I am molt wretched—* When 1 loft 

• My hufband 

. • C. Bald. Would he had hcver been ; 

• Or never had been your's. 
* 1/a. I then believ'd 

• The meafure of my forr6w then wis full : 

• But every moment of my growing days 

• Makes room for woes, and adds 'em to the fum.* 
1 loft with Biron all the joys of life : 

But now its laft fupporting means are gone, 

Alhthe kind helps that heav'n in pity rais'd. 

In charitable pity to our wanti, 

At laft have left us : now bereft of all 

But this laft trial of a cruel father. 

To favc us both fronfi finking. Oh, my child ! 

Kneel with me, knock at nature in his heart : 

Let the refemblance of a once-lov'd fon 

Speak in this little one, who never wrong'd you. 

And plead thefatherlefs and widow's caufe. 

Oh, if you ever hope to be forgiven. 

As you will need to be forgiven too, 

forget our faults, that heaven may pardon your's. 

C Bald. How dare you mention heaven I Call to 
mind 
Your perjur'd vows ; your plighted broken faith 
To heav'n, and all things holy : were you not 
Devoted, wedded to a life reclufe. 
The facred habit on, profefs'd and fworn 
A votary for ever? Can you think 
The facrilegious wretch, that robs the fhrine. 
Is thunder-proof? 

I/un There, there, began my woes. 

• Let women all take warning at my fate ; 
« Never refolve, ©r think they can be fafc, 

< Within the reach and tongue of tempting m^D.' 

OhI 
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Oh ! had*I never fcen my Biron's face. 
Had he not tempted me, I had not fall'n. 
But flill continued innocent, and frtc 
Of a bad world, which only he had pow'r 
To reconcile, and make me try again. 

C. Bai^. Your own inconftancy, ' your gracekft 

* thoughts, 

* DebauchM and' reconciled yon to the world : 
He had no hand to bring you back again, 

But what you g.lve him. Circe, you prcvail'd 
Upon his honcil mind, transforming him 
From virtue, and himfelf, into what ftiapes 
You had occafion for ; and what he did 
Was firft infpir'd by you. * A cloyfter was 

* Too narrow for the work you had in hand : 

* Your bufinefs was more general ; the whole world 

* To be the fcene : therefore you fpread your charms 

* To catch his foul, to be the inftrument, 

* The wicked inftrument of your curs'd flight. 

* Not that you valued him ; for any one, 

* Who could have ferv'd that turn, had been as wel* 

* come.' 

J/a, Oh ! I have fins to heav'n, but none to him. 

C. Bald, Had my wretched fon 
Marry'd a beggar's baftard ; taken her 
Out of her rags, and made her of my blood, 
The mifchief might have ccasM, and ended there. 
But bringing you into a family, ' 
Entails a curfe upon the name, and houfc. 
That takes you in ; the only part of me 
That did receive you, perilh'd for his crim«. 
' Tis a defiance to offended heav'n. 
Barely to pity you : your fms purfue you : 

* The heavieft judgments that can fall upon you 

* Are your juft; lot, and but prepare your doom : 

* Expeft 'em, and defpair— -Sirrah, rogue, 

* How durft thou difobey me ? [To the porter.* 
I/a. Not for myfelf for I am paft the hopes 

Of |being heard but for this innocent » 

And then I never will difturb you more. 
C Bs/d, I almoft pity the unhappy child : 

S4 
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But being your's— 

If a. Look OB him as your fbn's ; 
And let his part in him anfwer for mine. 
Oh^ fave^ defend hifn^ fave him from the wrongs- 
That fall upon the poor.- 

C Bald. It toiiches me 

And I will fave him — But to keep him fafe. 
Never come near him more. 

1/a. What ! take him from me ! 
No, we mull never part : 'tis the laft hold 
Of comfort I have left ; and when he fails. 
All goes along with him : Oh ! * could you be* 
^ The tyrant to divorce life from my life ?* 
I live but in my child. 
No, let me pray in vain, and beg my bread 
From door to door,, to feed his daily wants. 
Rather thnn always lofe him. 

C. Bald, Then have your child,^ and feed him witb 
your prayer. 
You, rafcal, flave, what do I keep you for ? 
How came this woman in ? 

Bamp, Why indeed, my lord, I did as good as tell 
her, before, my thoughts upon the matter 

C. Btild. Did you fo. Sir ? Now then tell her mine ; 
Tell her I fent you to her. [Thru/is him towards her. 
There's one more to provide for. 

^amp. Good, my lord, what Idid was in perfefl obe- 
dience to the old nurfe tiiere. I toJd her what it would 
come to. 

C. Bdd, What ! this was a plot upon me. And you- 
too, belilc':!n, were you :n the confpiracy? Be gone, go- 
all together ; • I h^ive provided yo-i an equipage, now: 
' fet up when you ploafe. She's oIJ enough to do you 
* fcrvke ; I have none tor her. The wide world lies 
' before you : begone;' take any road but this to beg, 
or ilarve ir — ' 1 fh<ill Ic glad to hear of you ;' but never,, 
never lee me mere— \IIe dri<vts ^em off' before him,. 

Jfa. Then heav'n have mercy on me ! 

\Exit ^ith her child, followed by Sampfon and Nurfe.,- 

A C T 
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ACT II. 

SCENE continues. 
Enter Villeroy and Carlos, meeting* 

VlLLEROY. 

MY friend, I fear to afk but Ifabella— — 
The lovely widow's tears, her orphan's cries. 

Thy father muft feel for them No, I read, 

I read their cold reception in thine eyes- 

Thou pitieft them— tho' Baldwin but I fpar© 

him 
For Carlos* fake ; thou art no fon of his. 
There needs not this to endear thee more to me. 

\^Embra€e^ 

Car, My Villeroy, the fatherlefs, the widow. 
Are terms not underwood within thefe gates 
You muft forgive him. Sir, he thinks this woman 
Is Biron's fate, that hurried him to death 
I muft not think on't, left my friendfhip ftagger.. 
My friend's, my flfter's mutual advantage 
Have reconcird my bofom to its tafk. 

FiL Advantage? think not I intend to raife- 
An intereft from Ifabella's wrongs. 
Your father may have interefted ends 
In her undoing ; but my heart has none ; 
Her happinefs muft be my intereft. 
And that I would reftore. 

Car, Why fo I mean. 
Thefe hardfhips that my father lays upon her, 
I'm forry for ; and wifti I could prevent : 
Bxxt he will have his way 

Since there's no hope from her profperity, her change 
of fortune may alter the condition of her thoughts, and 
snake for you. 

ViL She is above her fortune. 

Car^ 
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Car. Try her again. Women commonly love ac- 
cording to the circumftances they are in. 

Fil, Common women may. 
> * Car, Since you are not acceflkry to the injuftice, 

* you may be perfuaded to take the advantage of other 

* people's crimes. 

* FiL I muft defpife all thofe advantages 

* That indire&ly can advance my love.' 
No, though I live but in the hopes of her. 
And languifh for th' eiyoyment. of thofe hopes; 
I'd rather pine in a con fuming want 

Of what 1 wifh, than have the bleffing mine 

From any reafon but confenting love.. 

Oh ! let me never have it to remember, 

I could betray her coldly to comply : 

^fV'llcn a clear gen'rous choice beftows her on me, 

I know to value the unequall'd gift ; 

I would not have it, but to value it. 

Car* Take your own way ; remember what I offered 
tame from a friend. ^ 

FiL I underftand it fo. I'll ferve her for herfcif, 
without the thought of a reward. [Exit^ 

Car, Agree that point between you. If you marry 
her any way, you do my bu/inefs. 
I know him, what his gen'rous foul intends 

Ripens my plot I'll firil to Ifabella. 

I mufl keep up appearances with her too. [Exit^ 

SCENE, irabella'x Haufe. 

Mnter Ifabella and Nur/e : Ifabella'j Iktie Sonatpfaj upon 
the Flocr. 

I/a, Sooner, or later, all things pafs away. 
And are no more. The beggar and the king. 
With equal Heps, tread forward to their end : 
The reconciling grave fwallows diltinftion ^x^, that 
made us foes, 

* Though they appear of different natures now, 

* They meet at laft ;' 

Then all alike lie down in peace together* 

5 When 
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"When will that hour of peace arrive for me ! 

In heaven I ihall find it— not in heav'n« 

If my old tyrant father can difpofe 

Of things above— but, there, his interefl 

May be as poor as mine, and want a friend 

As much as I do here. [/fVr//#/« 

Nurfe, Good Madam, be comforted. 

Ifa, Do 1 deferve to be this out-cail wretch ? 
Abandon'd thus, and loft? But 'tis my lot. 
The will of heav'n, and I niuft not complain : 
I will not for myfelf : let me bear all 
The violence of your wrath ! but fparc my child : 
Let not iny fins be vifited on him : 
They are; they muft ; a general ruin falls 
On ^stxy thing about me : thou art lofl. 
Poor nurfe, by being near me. 

Nurfe, I can work, or beg, to do you iervice* 

Ifa. Could I forget 
What 1 have been, I might the better bear 
What I am deftin'd to : I'm not the firft 
That have been wretched : but to think how much 

1 have been happier ! Wild hurrying thought^ 

Start every way from my diftrafted fouU 
To find out hope, and only meet defpair. 
What anfwcr have I ? 

EnUr Sampfon. 

Samp. Why truly, ytry little to the purpofe : like a 
Jew as he i^ he fays you have had more already than 
the jewels are worth ; he wifhes you would rather think 
of redeeming 'em, than exped any more money upon 
'cm. [Exit Sampfon* 

Ifii. 'Tis very well ■ 
So :— ^Poverty at home, and debts abroad 1^ 
My prefent torcone bad ; my hopes yet worfe I 
. What will become of me I 
This ring is all I have left of value now : 
' Twas given me by my hufband : his firft gift 
Upon our marriage : IVe always kept it. 
With my beft cart, the treafure next my life : 

An4 
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And now bat part with it to fopport life. 
Which only can be dearer. Take it, norfe, 
'Twill ftop the cries of hunger for a time ; 

* Provide us bread, and bring a ihort reprieve, 

* To put off the bad day of iSggary, 

* That will come on too foon/ Take care of it : 
Manage It as the laft remaining friend 

That would relieve us. [Exit Nur/e.1 Heav'n can onl/ 

tell 
Where we Ihall find another— —My dear boy ! 
The labour of his birth was lighter to me 
Than of my fondnefs now ; my fears for him 
Are more,* than in that hour of hovering death,. 
They could be for myfelf— He minds me not. 
His little fports have taken up his thoughts : 
Oh, may they never feel the pangs of mine ! 
.Thinking will make me mad : why muil I thlnk^ 
When no thought brings me comfort ? 

Nur/e returns* 

Nur/e, Oh, Madam T you are utterly ruin'd and un- 
done ; your creditors of all kinds are come in upon you ; 
they have mufter'd up a regiment of rogues, that are 
come to plunder your JiouTe, and feize upon all yoa 
have in the world ; they are below, what will you d6» 
Madam ? 

I/a. Do ! nothing ; no, for I am born to fuffer* 

Enter Carlos to her. 

Car. Oh, fifter ! can 1 call you by that name> 
And be the fon of this inhuman man. 
Inveterate to your ruin ? Do not think 
I am a-kin to his barbarity l 
I mud abhor my fatlier*? ufage of you : 
And from my bleeding honelt heart, muft pity> 
Pity your loll condition. Can you think 
Of any way that I may ferve you in ? 
But what enrages moft my fenlb of grief. 
My rorro\^«-for your wrongs, is, that my father. 
Foreknowing well the Horm that was to fall, 

Has, 
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Has order 'd me not to Appear for you. 

1/a, I thank your pity ; my poor huiband fell 
For difobeyin^ nim ; do not you (lay 
To venture his difpleafare too for me. 

Car. You muft refolve on fomething— [Exit* 

I/a, Let my fate 
Determine for me ; I fliall be prepar'd. 
The worft that can befal mc is to die : [ji not/t. 

"* When once it comes to that, it matter'; not 

* Which way 'tis brought about : whether I ftarve, 
' Or hang, or drown, the end is dill the fame; 

' Plagues, poifon, famine, are but fcveral names 

* Of the fame thing, and all conclude in death. 

* —Hut fuddcn death I Oh, for a fuddcn death, 
' To cheat my pt^rfccutors of their hopes, 

' Th* expected pleafure of bcholdin;^ me 

* Long in my pains, lingering in mifcry. 
' ft will not be, that Is dcnyM mc too.* 
Hark, they are coming ; let the torrent roar ; 
It can but ovcrwhchn me in its fill ; 

And life and death are now alike to me. 

[Exiunt, the Nur/e leading the chili, 

SCENE opens, and Jhenns Carlos and Villeroy 
*with the Ojficers, 



Fit. No farther violence- 



Thc debt in all is but four thoufand crowns : 
Were it ten times the fum, I think you know 
My fortune very well to anfwcr it. 
You have my word for this : 1*11 fee you paid. 

Off. That's as much as we can defiie : fo we have the 
mont-v, no matter whence it comes. 

FiL To-morrow you (hall have it. 

Car, Thus far all's well— — 

Enter Ifabella, and Nur/e I'oith the Child, 

And now my fidcr comes to crown the work, [jijide. 
J/a, Where are the raving blood-hounds, that pur- 
fue 

In 
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In a full cry, gapiag to fwallow me? 
Ilneet your rage, and come to be devour'd r 
Say, which way are you to difpofe of me I 
To dungeons, darknefs, death i 

Car. Have patience. 

J/a* Patience ! 

Of. You*Il excufe us, we are but in our office : 
Debts mufl be paid. 

I/a. My death will pay you all. \piftra3edlym 

Off. While there is law to be had, people will have 
their own. 

Vil. *Tis very fit they fhould ; but pray be gone. 
To-morrow certainly— [Exeunt Offictps^ 

I/a. What of to-morrow I 

* Am I then the fport, 

' The game of fortune, axKl her langhing fools 2 

* The common fpedacle, to be expos'd 

* From day to day, and baited for the mirtk 

* Of the lewd rabble?' Muft I be reiexv^d 
For frefh afflidlions ? 

Fil. For long happinefs 
Of life, I hope. 

l/a* There is no hope for me. 
The load grows light, when we refolve to bear a 
I'm .ready for my trial. 

Car. Pray be calm. 
And know your friends. 

I/a. My triends ! Have I a friend ? 

Car. A faithful friend, in your extremeft need. 
Villeroy came in to fave you-— ^ 
" I/a. Save me ! How ? 

Car. By fatisfying all your creditors. 

I/a. Which way? For what? 

FiL Let me be underflood. 
And then condemn me: you have given me leave 
To be your friend ; and in that only name 
I now appear before you* I could wifh 
There had been no occafion of a friend, 
Becaufe I know you hate to be oblig'd ; 
And ftill more loth to b^ oblig'd by me. 

I/a, ''I' was that 1 would avoid — \A/iile^ 

FiL 
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TiL I'm moil unhappy, tliat my fervices 
Can be fu/pe^ed to deugn upon you ; 
1 have no tarther ends than to redeem you 
From fortune's wrongs ; to (hew myfelf at lafl« 
What I have long profefs'd to be,, your friend : 
Allow me that; and to convince you more^ 
That I intend only your intercft, • 

Forgive what I have done, and in amends 
(If that can make you any that can pleafe you) 
ril tear myfelf for ever from my hopes. 
Stifle this flaming pafTion in my foul, 
* That has fo long broke out to trouble you,* 
And mention my unlucky love no more. 

J/a, This geneiofity will ruin me. [4fi^» 

ViL Nay, if the bleffing of my looking on you 
Diflurbs your peace, I will do all I can 
To keep away, and never fee you more. 

Car, You mufl not go. 

ViL Could Kabella fpcak 
Thofe few fliort words, I fhould be rooted. here. 
And never move but upon her commands. 

Car. Speak to him, flfler ; do not throw away 
A fortune that invites you to be happy. 
In your extremity he begs your love ; 
And has deferv'd it nobly. Think upon 
Your loft condition, helplefs and alone. 
Tho' now yon have a friend, the time muft come 
That yott will want cme; him you may fecure 
To be a friend, a father, a huiband to you. 

I/a. A hufl)iLnd ! 

Car. You have difcharg'd your duty to the dead^ 
And to the living ; 'tis a wilfulnefs 
Not to give way to your neceflities, 
rThat force you to this marriage. 

Nur/e. What muft become of this poor innocent ? ^ 

[To the thiU. 

Car, He wants a father toprote£l his youth. 
And rear him up to virtue : You muft bear 
The future blame, and anfwer to the world. 
When you refufe the cafy iuHieft means 
Of taking care gf iiiiB. 

• Nur/e^, 
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' Nur/e. Of him and me, 

* And every one that muft depend upon you ; 

* Unlefs you pleafe now to provide for us, 

* We muft all perilh. 

* Car,' Nor would I prefs you 

J/a. Do not think £ need 
Your reafqjis, to confirm my gratitude; 
I have a foul that's truly fenfible 

Of your great worth, and bufy to contrive, [To Vil. 

- If poffible to make you a return. 

Ftl. Oh, eafily poffible ! 

I/a. It cannot be your way : my pleafures are 
Bury'd, and cold in my dead huiband's grave $ 
Ana I ftiould wrong the truth, myfelf, and yon. 
To fay that I can ever love again. 
1 owe this declaration to myfelf: 
But as a proof that I owe all to you. 
If after what I've faid, you can refolve 
To think me vyorth your love — Where am I going ? 
You cannot think it ; 'tis impoilible. 

FiL Impoffible! 

I/a, You fliould not aflc me now, nor fhould I grant ; 
I am fo much oblig'd, that to confent 
Wou'd want a name to recommend the gift ; 
'Twou'd (hew me poor, indebted, and compell'd, 
Defigning, mercenary ; and I know 
You would not wifh to think I could be bought. 

Ft/. Be bought ! Where is the price that can pretend 
To bargain for you ? Not in fortune's power. 
The joys of heav'n, and love, muft be beftow'd : 
They are not to be fold, and cannot be deferv'd. 

I/a. Some other time I'll hear you on this fubjedl. 

FiL Nay, then there is no time fo fit for me. 

[Folhiving her.. 
Since you confent to hear me, hear me now ; 
That you may grant : you are above 
The little forms which circumfcribe your fex; 
We differ but in time, let that be mine. 

I/a, You think fit 
To get the better of me, and you (hall ; 
Since you will have it fo ■ I will be your'^# 

FiL 
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yd, I take you at your word. 

I/a» I give you all 
iVIy hand ; and would I had a heart to give ! 
£ut if it ever can return again, 
*Tis wholly your's^ 

ViL Oh ! ecftafy of joy ! 
Leave that to me. If all my fervices, 
' If profperous days, and kind indulging nights ;' 
If all that man can fondly fay or do^ 
Can beget love^ love ihall be born again* 
Oh, Carlos ! now my friend, and brother too : 
And, nurfe, I have eterual thanks for thee. 
Send for the prieft — [Nur/e goes out in haftt^ 

This night you muft be mine. 
Let me command in this, and all my life 
Shall be devoted to you. 

Ifa, On your word. 
Never to prefs me to put off thefe weeds. 
Which beft become my melancholy thoughts. 
You fhall command me. 

ViL Witnefs heaven and earth 
A gain ft my foul, when I do any thing 
To give you a difquiet. 

Car, 1 long to wifh you }oy. 

ViL You'll be a witnefs of my happinefs ? 

Car, Fer once I'll be my filler's father. 
And give her to you. 

ViU Next, my ffabclla, 
Be Aear my heart : I am for ever your's* 

\Ex$unU 
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ACT III. 

SCENE, Count Baldwin'/ Houff. 

Enter Cpuftt Baldwin and Carlot. 

Count Baldwin. 

TARRIED to Villerpy, iay'ftthoo? 

Car. Yes, my lord, • 

lait night the prieft perform'd his Holy office^ 
And made 'em one. 

C. Ba/i/. Misfortune join 'em ! 
And may her violated vows pull down 
A lafting curfe, a conftancy of forrow ' 
On both their heads—' I have not yet forgot 

* Thy flighted paffion, the refys'd alliance ; 

* But having her, we arc reveng'd at full ; 

* Heaven will purfue her ftill, and Villeroy 

* Share the judgment ftie calls down.' 
Car, Soon he'll hate her : 

Tho' warm and violent in his raptures now ; 

When full enjoyment palls his iicken'd fenfe. 

And reafon with fatiety returns. 

Her cold conilrain'd acceptance of hjs hand 

Will gall his pride, which (tho' of late o'erpower'd 

JSy fb-onger paflions) will, as they grow weak. 

Rife in full force, and pour its vengeance on her. 

C Baid. Now, Carlos, take example to thy aid ^ 
Let Biron's difobcdience, and the curfe 
He took into his bofom, prove a warning, 
A monitor to thee, to keep thy duty 
Firm and unfhaken. 

Car, May thofe rankling wounds 
Which Biron's difobedience gave my father^ 
Be heal'd by me. 

C. Maid. With tears I thank thee, Carlos— 
And may'ft thoa ever feel thofe inward joys. 

Thy 



ISABELLA; ^$ 

Thy duty gives thy father— but, my fon, 
We mufl not let refentment choak our juftice; 
'Tis fit th^t Villeroy know he has no claim 
From me, in right of Ifabelk— ^Biron, 
( Whofe name brings tears) when wedded to this woman, /^ 
By me abandoned, funk thic little fortune 
His uncle left, in vanity and fondnefs : 
I am poffeil of thofe your brother's papers. 
Which now arc Villeroy's, and (hould ought remain. 
In juftice it is his ; from me to him 
You ihall convey them— follow me, and take 'cm* 

[Exit C. Baldwin. ^ 
Car. Yes, I will take'em ; but e'er I part with 'em, 
I will be fure my intereft will not fuffer 
By thefe his high, refin'd, fantallic notions 
Of equity and right — What a paradox 
Is man ! My father here, who boafts his honour. 
And ev'n but now was warm in praife of juHice, 
Can Heel his heart againft the widow's tears. 
And infant's wants ; the widow and the infant 
OfBiron; of his fon, his fav Vice fon. 
'Tis ever thus weak minds, who court opinion. 
And, dead to virtuous feeling, hide their wants 
In pompous affeftation — Now to Villeroy— 
Erf^ this his friends, for he is much belov'd. 
Crowd to his houfe, and with their nuptial fongs 
Awake the wedded pair : I'll join the throng. 
And in my face, at leaft, bear joy and frienddiip. 

SCENE, a hall in Vilkrey'/ h^tfe. A hand of mufic 
'with thefritnds y* Villeroy- 

Enter a Servant. 

\fl Fr. Where's your mafter, my good friend? 

Ser. Within, Sir, 
Preparing for the welcome of his friends. 

iftFr. Acquaint him we are here 2 yet ftay^ 
Tlte^fcice of mufic gently (haU farpril'e hira, 
And breathe our falutations to hie ear. 
Strike up the ftrain to Villeroy' s happinefs. 
To J&bella'd-~-<Bttt he's her« «lr0ady. . 

B Eni9t 
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Enter Villeroy, 

^/7. My friends, let me embrace yOu : 

Welcome all 

What means this preparation \ [Seeing the Mufic. 

' \ft Fr. A flight token 

Of our befl wifhes for your growing happinefs ' ■ 
You muft permit our friendlhip 

FiL You oblige me 
" \J} Fr. But your lovely bride. 
That wonder of her fez, fhe muft appear. 
And add new brightnefs to this happy morning. 

FiL She is not yet prepared j and let her wiJJ, 
My worthiell friend, determine her behaviour;. 
To vin, and not to force her difpofition, * . 

Has been my feven years talk. She will anon, 
Speak welcome to you all., ^he mufic ftays. 

[Villeroy and bis friends /eat tbem/elves^ 

EPITHALAMIUM. 
AIR. 

Woman ^ L'et all, let all be gay. 
Begin the raptVous lay; 
Let mirth, let mirth and joj*. 
Each happy hour employ. 
Of this Fair bridal day. 
Man. Ye love-wing'd hours, your flight 
Your downy flight prepare. 
Bring ev'ry foft delight 
: To footh: the brayp and fair; 
Hail happy p^ir, thus in each other bleft ; 
Be ever fvtQ froni care, of ev'ry joy poflieft. 

Fil. I thank you for this proof of your afl^efUon : 
I am fo much tranfported with the thoughts 
Of what I am, I know not what I do. 
My Ifabella I — but poflefling her. 
Who wou'd not lofe himfelf ?— You*ll pardon n^^ 
Oh ! there was .nothing wanting to my foul. 
But the kind.wifties of my lovipg friends — 
« But our collation waits 5' wtere's Carlos now? 

5 Methinks 
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MfetMnks I am but half myfelf, without him. 

zd Fr. This is wonderful I Married a night and a 
day, and yet in raptures. 

FiL Oh ! when you all get wives and fuch as miiie^ 
(If fuch another woman can be found) 
You will rave too, doat on the dear content^ 
And prattle in their praife out of all bounds. 
"* I cannot fpeak my blifs ! 'Tis in my head, 
'* 'Tis in my heart, and takes up all my foul—*. 

* The labour of my fancy% You'll ..pardon me ; 
^ About fome twelve months hence 1 may begin 

* To fpeak plain fenfc-*-Walk in, aad honour me»*. 

Enter Ifabella. 

My Tfabella ! Oh, the joy of my heart. 
That I have leave at I ail to call you mine ! 

* When I give up that title to the charms 

* Of any other wifh, be nothing mine :' 
But let me loolc upon you, view you well. 
This is a welcome gallantry indeed 1 

1 durft not afk, but it was kind to grant, 
Juft at this time ; difpenfing with your drcfs 
Upon this fccond day to greet our friends, 

Ifa. Black might be ominous ; 
I would not bring ill luck along with me, 

ViL Oh ! if your melancboly thoughts conld <lian;>e 
With ikifting of your drcfs— Time has done cures 
Incredible this way, and may again. 

I/a» I could have wifli'd, if yoa had thought it ilt^ 
Our marriage had not been fo public. 

FiL Do not you grudge me my excefs of Ibve ; 
That was a caufe it could not be conceal'd : 
Befides, 'tvyoald injure the opinion 
I have of my good fortune, having you; 
And leiTen it in other people's thoughts, 

* Bufy on fuch occafions to enquire, 

* H^ it l)een private.* 

Jja, 1 nave no more to fay. 

Enter Carlos* j 

Fih yiy Carlos too, who came in to the fcnpoft 

B 2 ' 01 
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Of oar bad fbrtanCy has an honeft nglic» 
In better dnfes, to (hare the good wim as. 

Car. I come to claim that right, to (hare yoarjojs 
To wifli yoa joy ; and find it in myielf ; 

* For a bend's happinefi refleds a warmtl^ 
' A kindly comfort, into every heart 

' That is not envious. 

FiL • He muft be a friend, 

* Who is not envions of a happine(s '^ 
' So abfoliite as mine ; but if you ape, 

* (As 1 have reafon to. believe yon are) 

' Concern 'd for my well-being, there's the canle ^ 
^ Thank her for what I am> and what muft be.' 

[MuficJUmrifi^ 
I fee you mean a /econd entertainment. 
My deareft Ifabella, you muft hear 
The rapture of my friends ; from thee they (pring;; 
Thy virtues have diffus'd themfelves around. 
And made them all as happy as myfelf. 

I/a, I feel their favours with a grateful hearty 
And willingly comply. 

Recitative. 

Take the gifts the gods intend ye; 

Grateful meet the proffer'd joy ; 
Truth and honour (hall attend ye ; 

Charms that ne'er can change or cloy. 

Duetto. 

Mam* Oh, the japtures of pofiefling. 

Taking beautv to thy arms ! 
jyomoM. Oh the joy, toe laHing bleffing. 

When with virtue beauty charms I 
Mam. Purer flames (hall gently warm ye ; 
H'^man. Lxpie and honour both (hall charm thee» 
fi9th. Oh the raptures oC ^* &&• 

Chorus^ 

Far frG«n hence be care and ftrife. 

Far, the pang that tortures life : 

3 May 
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May the circling minutes provq- 
One fweet round of peace and'l<)v« !- 

Car, *Tis fine, indeed ! 
You'll take my advice another time, fifter. 

A7/. What have you done? A rifing fmile 
Stole from her thoughts, juft reddening on her cheek. 
And you have dalh'd it, 

Ciir, 1 am forry for't. 

FiL My friends, will you forgive me, when I owHt 
I muft prefer Ytcr peace to all the world ? 
Gome, Ifabella, let us lead the way : 
Within we'll fpeiik our welcome to our frietidf. 
And crown- the happy fellival with joy. [Exeiottk 

S C £ N £, a Room. 
Enter Sampfon and Nurfe. • 

Samp. Ay> marrv nuffe, here*s ahiafter iadeed ! rt6*II 
doable our wages. for us! If he comes on as faft with 
sny lady» as he does with his fefvants; we are ali= in xYtm 
Vf^y to be well pleaied. 

Nur/e. He's m a rare humour ; if ^Ihe be in as good a« 
on e 

iamf. If (he be, marry, we may e'en fay, they hav« 
begot It upon one anothen ' 

Nur/e, Well ; why don't you go bact again to your 
old count ? You thought your throat cut, I warrant you» 
to be turn'd out of a nobleman^s fervice. 

Samf, For the future, I will never ferve in a houfe, 
where the mailer or miftrefs of it lie fmgle : they are 
out .of humour with ewery body when they are not 
pleafed themfelves. Now, this matrimony. makes every 
tidng go well. There's mirth and money ilirring about, 
when diofe matters go as they ihould do. 

Nur/e. Indeed, this matrimony, Sampfon— 

Samf. Ah, nurfe ! this matrimony is a very good 

thing but, what,, now my lady is married, I hope 

we (hall have company come to the houfe : there's fom^- 

thing always coming/rom one gentleman or other upon 

B 3 thofe 
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thofe occafions, if my lady loves company. This fead* 
ing looks well, nurfe. 

Nur/e. O3fo, my mafler ! we muft not be fecn. IEkiU 

Enter Villeroy fwith a letter, and, Ifabclla. 

ViL I muft away this moment— fee bis letter, 
Sign'd by himfelf : alas 1 he could no more; 
My brother's defp'rate, and cannot die 
In peace, but in my arms. 

I/a, Sofuddenly! 

ril. Suddenly taken, on the road to BrufTels, 
To do us honour, love ; unfortunate ! 
Thus to be torn from thee, and all thofe charms, 
Tho' cold to me and dead. 

I/a, I'm forry for the caufe. 

ra. Oh ! could I think. 
Could I perfuade myfelf that your concern 
For me, or for my abfence, were the fpring. 
The fountain of thefe meL'incholy thoughts, 
My heart would dance, fpite of the fad occasion. 
And be a gay companion in my journey ; 
But— ^ 

Enter Carlos /rom /upper. 

My good Carlos, why have you left my friends ? 

Car, They are departed home. 
They (aw fomc fudden melancholy news 
Had llolen the lively colour from your cheek— 
You had withdrawn, the brid-", alarm M, had follow'd f 
Mere ceremony had been con drain t ; and this 
Cood-natur'd rudenef"? 

PIL Was the more obliging. 
There, Carlos, is the caufe. [Gives the lettt^J 

Car. Unlucky accident ! 
Th' archbifhop of Mal'nes, your worthy brother—* 
With him to-night ! biiler, will you permit i; ? 

ni. It mud be fo. 

I/a. You hear it muft be fo. 

fiL Oh ! that it muft ! 

Car. To leave your bride fo foon ! 

yil. But havlnp the poHeflion ofmy love, ' 
I am die bet.er able lo iai^port 

iMv 
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My abfcnce, in the hopes of my return. 

Car. Your flay wiH be but (hort ? 

FiL It will feem long ! 
The longer that my Isabella fighs : 
I ihall be jealous of this rival, grief, 
• That you indulge aud fondle in my abfeitcc** 
It takes fo full poifeilioR of thy heart. 
There is not room enough for mighty love. 

En/er Servant y and hc^jjs* 

My horfes wait : farewell, my love ! You, Carlos^ 
Will a£t a brother's part, 'till Preturn, 
And be the guardian here. All, all I have 
That's dear to me, i give up to your care. 

Car. And I receive her as a friend and brother. 

ViU Nay, ftir not, love ; for the ni^ht air is coW, 
And the dews fall— Here be our end of parting ; 



Carlos will fee me to my horfe. \BxU 'with Carlos., 

Ifa. Oh^ may thy brother better all thv hopes! Adieu» 
A fudden melancholy bakes my blood ! 
Forgive me, Villeroy ■! do not find 

That ch^arful gratitude thy fervice aflcs : 
Yet, if I know my heart, and fure I da,. 
'Tie not averfe from honeft obligation. 
' ril to my chamber, and to-bed 5. m^ mind,. 
My harrafs'd mind, is weary.' ' \ExtK 



ACT IV. 

SCENE, the Stie&t. 

Enter Biron a7id Belford, jufi arriv^Jm 

B I R O M^. 

^ I ^HE longeft day will have an end; we are got 
X. home at iaft. 

Bel. We have got our legs at liberty ; and liberty i« 
kome, where'er we go; tho' mine lies moll ia England. 
B 4 Bir. 
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Bir* Pray let itte caU tkis year's : for what I can con-T 
nand in BruiTels, yott ihall £nd your own. 1 have a 
father here, who, perhaps, after (even years abience^ 
and cofting him nothing in my travels, may be eUd to 
fee me» You know my ftory— How does my di^niie 
bec( me me ? 

Be/. Jufl as you would have it ; -'tis natur^, and will 
conceal you. 

Bir. To-morrow yon (hall be fure to find me here, as 
early as you pleafe. This is thehoufe, you have ob» 
ferv'd the llreet. 

BeL I warrant you : I han't miny viiits to make, be* 
fore I come to you. 

Bir. To-night I have ibme afiaira that will oblige^ 
me to be private. 

BeL A good bed is the private^ affair that I defire ta 
be engaged in tonight; your diredions will carry m^ 
to my lodgings. j[^^'^* 

. Bir. Good night, my fiiend, [Jur0ci/» 

The long expeded moment is arriv'd h 
And if all here is well, my paft forrows 
Will only heighten my exce^ of joy ; 
And nothing will remain to wiih or hope £bs t 

Enter Sampfon,. 

Samp^ Who's there ? What would you have ? % 

Bir. Is your lady at home, friend I 1 

Samfi.'Why, truly friend, it is ray employment to ait- 
fwer impertinent queflions : but for my lady*s being at 
home„ or no, that's j.uft as my lady pleafes* 

Bir. But how ihall I know whether it pleafes her or 
no ? 

Samj>^. Why, if you'll take my word for it, you may 
carry your errand back again : ihe never pleafes to fee 
any body at this time of night, that ihe does not know ; 
and by your drefs and appearance, I am fure you mu^ 
be a ftranger to her.. 

Bir. But I have buiinefs ; and you don^ know how 
that may pleaie her. * 

Samj>* N ay,, if you have bufinefs, (he is the beft judge 

whether 
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whether your bufinefs will pleafe her or no : therefore I 
will proceed in my office, and know of my lady, whe- 
ther or no fhe is plea6'd to be at home, or no — \Going\ 

Enter Nur/e, 

Nur/e, Who's that you are fo bufy withal ? Mcthinks 
yoa might have found out an anfwer in fewer words : 
but, Sampfon, you love to hear yourfelf prate foipe- 
times, as well as your betters, that I muft fay for you. 
Let me come to him. Who would you ipeak with> 
ftranger ? 

£ir. With you, miflrefs> if you could help me toi 
fpeak to your lady. 

Nur/e, Yes, Sir, I can help you in a civil way : but 
can nobody do your bufinef^ but my lady ? 

Sir, Not fo well? but if you carry hei*'thi» ring^ > 
fhe'll knowmy bufineifs better. 

Nur/e. There's no love-letter in it, I hope : you look 
like a civi' gentleman. • In- An iloneft way, I may bring* > 
you an anfwer.* [^Exit.* 

Sir, My old nurfe, only a little older! ' They fay 

• the tongue grows always : mercy on me 1 then her's 

* is feven years longer, fince 1 left her.' Yet there's 
foinething in thefe fervants' folly pleafes me : the cau- r 
tfetts>conduft of the family appears, ^ and fpeak s in* their * 
iropertiHcnc^. Well, miflrefs i ^- 

Nur/f returns. - 

Nur/e,. I have deliVer'd your rii*g; Sil^; pray beaV*a^^ 
you bring no bad news along with you. ' 

3i^. Quite contrary^ I hopci ■ 

Nur/e J, Nay, I hope fo too ; but^my lad/ was very ^ 
much furpriz'd wheft I gave it her. Sir; I arm but a {^t^- 
vant; as a body may fay ; but if you'll walk in, that I 
m^y ihut the doors, for we keep very orderly hours, I » 
can fhow you into the parlour, and help you to an an- 
fwer, perhaps as foon as thofe that are wifer. - \ExiK^^ 

Bin V\\ fallow you—— • 
Now all my fprrits hurry to my hear t> > 

B 5 ' " hiA^ 
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And every fenfe has taken the alarm 

At this approaching interview ! 

ficav'ns 1 how I tremble ! [£^7/ into the houfc, 

SCENE, a Chamber. 

Enter Ifabella. 

Ifa, Pve heard of witches, magic fpells, and charms, 
That have made nature ftart from her old courfe : 
The fun has been eclipsM, the moon drawn down 
From her career, .ftill paler, and fubdu'd 
To the abufes of this under world I 
Now I believe all poifible. This ring. 
This little ring, with necromantic force. 
Has rais'd the ghoft of pleafure to my fears : 
Conjured the fenfe of honour, and of love. 
Into fuch (hapes, they fright me from myfelf ! 
I dare not think of them ■ ■ ■ 
* I'll call you when I want you.' [Servant gdes ouf. 

Enter Nurfe, 

Nur/e, Madam, the gentleman's below. 

I/a, I had forgot, pray let me fpeak with him. 

[Exit nurfe^ 
This ring was the firft prefent of my love ■ 
To Biron, my iirft hufband : I muft blufh 
To think I have a fecond. Biron dy'd 
(Still to my lofs) at Candy ; there's my hope. 
Oh, do I live to hope that he dy'd there ! 
It muft be fo : he's dead, and this ring left 
By his laft breath, to fomc known faithful friend. 
To bring me back again ; 
^ [Biron intro<hced^-'^^Nur/e retires^ 

That's all I have to truft to 

My fears were woman's 1 have> view'd hia all : 

And let me, let me fay it to myfelf, 

I live again, and rife but from his tomb, 

Bir. Have you forgot me c^uipe ? 

Ijiu Jorgot you^. 

Sir. 
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Bit. Then farewell my difguife^ and my misfortunes. 
My Ifubella ! 

[He goes to her; Jhe Jhrieks^ and fulls in a/wooW^ 

Ifiu Ha! 

Bir, Oh I come again : ^ ^ 

Thy Biron fummons thee to life and love ; 

* Once I had charms to wake thee :' 
Thy once lov'd, ever-loving hulband calls 
Thy Birori fpeaks to thee. 

Ifa, My hufband I Biron ? 

Bir. Excefs of love and joy, for my return^ 
Has overpowered her— I was to blame ^ 

To take thy fex's foftnefs unprepar'd : 
But finking thus, thus dying in my arms^ 
This ecftacy has made my welcome more- 
Than words could fay ; words may be* counterfeit,, 
Falfe coin*d, and current only from the tongue. 
Without the mind ; but paffionVin'the foul. 
And always fpeak tlie heart. 

Ifa. Where have I been?. Why do you keep hirp fro»i 
me ? ' 

1 know his voice : my life upon the wing. 
Hears the foft lure that brings me back again : 
'Tis he himfelf, my Biron ,^ the dear man ! 
My true-lov'd hufband ! Do I hold you faft. 
Never to part again ? * Can I bplieve it I 
' Noxhiag' buryou could work fo great a change;-^ 

* There's more than life itfelf in dying. here.' 
If 1 muft fall, death's welcome in thefe arms, 

Bir. Live eyerin thefe arms !. 

I/a» But pardon me^ 
Excnfe the wild diforder of my foul : 
The joy,^the ftrange furpr: zing joy of feeing you;^ 
Of feeing you again, diftradedme— — 

Bit. Thou everlatting goodnefs ! 

I/a. Anfwer me : 
What hand of Providence has brought you back 
l^o your own home again ? O, fatisfy 
Th* impatience of my heart : 1 long to know 
The ftory of your fufrcrings. ' You would think: 

* Your pleafures fufFerings, fo long removed. 

B 6 ' From 
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* Fffom irabella's love/ Bat tell me all,. 
For every thooeht confounds me. 
•' Bir. My he£Vi£t 'y at Icifure, all. 

J/a. We thought yoo dead ; kill'd at the fie^e of 
Candy. 

Bir. There 1 fell among the dead ; 
But hopes of life revTving fix>in my wooods^. 
I was preferv'd but to be made a ilave :. 
I often writ to my hard father, but never- had< 
An anfwer, I writ to thee too « 

I/a. What a woi^d of woe 
Had been prevented, but in- hearing- from you! ^-'' 

BtKs Alas ! thott. could'ft not help me. . 

J/a. You do not ki;K>w how much I could ha', done;: 
At ieaft, I'm fare L could have fufer^dalli. 
1 would have- fold myielfto ilavery,. 
Without redempdon ; giv'n up Ay child,. 
The dearefbpart of me, to baiefb.wantA' ' ■ 

Btr, My little boy ! 
^J/a, My life, but to hanre kcard 
You were alive which now too late I'find. [^^/» 

BJr. No more, my love, complaining of the paft. 
We lofe the prefent joy.. 'Tis over. price- 
Of all my pains, that thu« we meet again- 
I have a ihoufand things to fay to thee— — 

J/a, Wou'd 1 were paft the hearing ! [^4^*- 

Bir' How does my child, my boy, my father too ^ 
I hear he's living ilill. 

//7.-W«li toth, both. Well; 
And may he prove a father to your hopeff. 
Though we have found him none. 

B/r. Come, no more tears. . 

J/a, Seven long years of forrow for your lofs^ 
Have mourn'd with me 

Bir. And all my days behind 
Shall be employed in a kind recompence 
For thy affliftioas. — Can't 1 fee my boy? 

I/a. He's gone to-bed : I'll have him brought-to yooi 

B/r. To-morrow I (hall fee Jiim ; I waat reft 
i\jyf:If, afer my weary pilgrimage. 

I/i. Ala:. ! what Ihall I get fur you 1 

Bir. 
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Mir, Nothing but reft, my love! IVnight Iwould 
not 
Be known, if pofUble, to yt>u'r family : 
j&fee my nuWe is with'iyou ; her welceme 
Would be tedious at this time; 
To-morrow will do better. 

Ifa, rU difpofe of her, and order eveiy thing 
As you would have it». [RxiU 

BJr, Grant me but life, goed^heav'a,^ and, give the 
means 
To make this wondVous-goodn^s feme amends ; 
And let me then forget her, if {can L 
Q ! fhe deferves of me much more, than I 
Can lofe for her> though I again cou'd venture 
A father and his fortune, ^r^ her love ! 
You wretched fathers, blind- as fortune all !. 
Not to perceive that fifbh a woman's worth 
Weighs down the portions yp\x provide your fons y^ 
What is your trafh,. what all vow heaps of gold. 
Compared to this, my hcart-ielt happinefs i 

\ [Burfts fnu tMrn- 

What has fhe, in my abfaice, undergone ? 
I mnft not think of that ; it drives me back- 
Upon myfelf, the fated-cauie of all.< 

Kabeiia returns 

I/a: I have obey *d your pkafure;- 
Bvery thing is ready for ^ you. 

Bir. I can want nothing here; poHeffing^ thee/. 
All my deiires are carryM to their aim 
Gf happinefs ; there'^ no room for. a wifh. 
But to continue ilill this bli^fiingi to me : 
L know the way, my love, * I mall deep found. V 

I/a. Shall I attend you ? , 

Bir: By no means ; . 
Pve been fo long ailaveto others pride,^ 
To learn, at leaft, to wait upon myfelf^ 
You'll make halle after— [Goes ih'^ 

I/ai I'll bat fay my prayers, and follow you— — 
Uy pr-ayers! no,. Lmuft^neverpray again.. 

Prayers 
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Prayers have their blefings to reward ourhopet^ 

But I hivc nothing left to hope for more. 

What hcav'n cou'd give, I have enjoy'd ; but now 

The baneful planet rifes on my fate. 

And what's to come, is a long line of woe. 

Yet I may (horten it 

I promisM him to follo w h im ! 

Is he without a name ? Biron, my hafband^ 
To follow him to bed—my hulband ! ha.! 
What then is Villeroy ! Butvefterday 
That very bed received him tor its lord, 

* Yet a warm witnefs of my broken vows.' 
Oh, Biron, haidft thou come but one day fooner,. 
I wouM have followed thee through beggary, 
ThiOLigh all the chances of this weary life : 
Wandered the many ways of wretchednefs 
With thee, to find a hofpitable gfave ; 

For that's the only bed that's left me now. [fFeeph^i 
—What's to be dowe ? — ^for fomething muft be done. 
Two hufbands ! yet not one ! By both enjoy'd. 
And yet a wife to neither ! Hold my brain 

* This is to live in common ! Very bealh, 

* ^i'hat welcome all they meet, make juft fuch wives- 

* My rcputaiion 1 Oh, 'twas all was left me : 

* The virtuous pride of an uncenfurM life: 

' Which the dividin:^ tongues of Biron*s wrong':, 

* Anvl \ illeroy's rerciumonts, tcarafundcr, 

* To gH^rgo the throats of the bhfpheming rabble- 

* This is the beft of wh..t car* come to-morrow, 

* Bolides old BaKhvin*s triumph in my ruin : 

* 1 en n not bfar it 

* Theretoro no morrow :* Ha! n lucky thought 
Work,'^ the right way to nd ine of *em all ; 

All the leproa^Hv. , ir,f\i:iio^ ami fci>:ns 

Th,u every loni^c^" \iw nn^^er will and fca- me. 

T.e: thejui^ ho j\m'». n\ aj':^rchen.it*n$ 

But keep ?r.. warm--- r«o matter wh.i: canccmc. 

ll^ve A ;, .: look tc he.i;V,:e:: rcy oo.piir. 
And ;hea tc rc-l tor ever*- " ■> 

Blrcx^ 
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Biron meets her^ 

Bir, DeA)air, and reft for ever ! Ifabclla \ 
Thefe words are far from thy condition j 
And be they ever fo. I heard thy voice. 
And could not bear thy abience : come, my love I 
You have ftaid long, there's nothing, nothing fure 
Now to dcfpair of in facceeding fate, 

I/a, I am contented to be miferable. 
But not this way : I've been- too long abus*d> 
And can believe no more. 
Let nie flcep on to be decciv'd no more. 

Bir, Look up, my love, I never did deceive thee> 
Nor ever can ; believe thyfelf, thy eyes 
That firft inflam*d, and lit me to my love, 
Tbofe ftars, that ftill muft guide me to my joys, 

Ifa. And me to my undoi-ng : I lo:ik round 
And find no path, but leading to the grave. 

Bir, I cannot undcrftand thee. 

I/^, ' My good friends above, 

• 1 thank 'em, havd at laft found out a way 

* To make my fortune perfed^ ; ha\ing you. 

* I need no more ; my fate is finifh'd here* 

• Bir, Both our ill fates, I hope. 

• I/a, Hope Is a lying, fawning flatterer, 

• That fhews the fair fide only ol our fortunes,. 
' To cheat us eaficr into our fall ; • 

' A trufted friend, who only can betray you ; 
' Never believe him more.' — If murriagcs 
Are made in heav'n, they fhould be happier : 
Why was I made this wretch? 

Bir. Has marriage made thee wretched ? 

Ifa, Miferable, beyond the reach of comfort.. 

Bir. Do 1 live to hear thee fay fo ? 

I/a, Why ! what did I lay f 

Bir, That I have m^Je thee miferable. 

I/a, No ; you are my only earthly Kappincfs ; 
And my falfe tongue bely'd my houvll heart. 
If it faid cthcrwife. 

Bir. And yet you faid, 
Your marriage made you miferable. 

I/a. I know not what I faid ; 

I've 
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I^ve faid too much/ unlefs I could fpeak all. 

Bir, Thy words are wild;: my tyts, my ears, my 
heart. 
Were all fo full of thee. So much employ 'd ^ 

In wonder of thy charms, I could not find it ; 
Now I perceive it plain 

J/a. You'll tell no body {Diftraaedlj^ 

Bir. Thou»art not well. 
Ifa. Indeed I anvnot; I knew tteat before. 
But whereas the remedy ? . 
Bir. Reft uiU relieve thy. cares : come, come, no^- 
more ; 
PJl banifh forrow /rom thee. 
Ifa. Banifh firft^the cauie; 
Bir* Heaven knows how williRgly« 
Ifa. You are the only cattfe. 

Bir.- Ami the caufe^^•the• cauie of thy misfertones'J' - 
If a. The fatal innocenrcaufe of^all my woes. 
^yV-* Is this my welcome home ? This the reward • 
Of all my miferies, long labours, pains; 
And pining wants of wretched flavery,^ 
Which I've out-liv'd, only in hopes of thee ! * 
Am I thus paid at la^ for deathlefs love ? 
And caird ihe caufe of thy misfortunes now? . 
If a. Enqnire no more; 'twill be explained too ibon.' 

[She's goings off. ■ 
Bir. What ! Can'll thou leave me too ? \H$fiop$, ber^ 
Ifa. Pray let me go : 
For both our fakts, permit me— — • 
Bin, Rack me not with imaginations 
Of things imppflible-^— — Thou canft not mean 
What thou hall faid — Yet fomething fhemuftmean; 
— 'Twas madnefs all— Gompofe thyfelf, my love-! 
The fit is pad ; all may be* well agaia : 
Let us to bed. 

ifa. To bed ! You've rais'd' the ftorm 
Will fever us for ever : Oh, Biron 1 

• While I have life, ililh I mull call you mine : 

• J know I am, and always was, unworthy 

• To be the happy partner of your love ; 

• And now muil never, n^eir fharc it-more* 

* But> ' 



ISABELLA. 4t 

* Bttt, oh ! if ever I was dear to yon, 

* As fometimes yoa have taught me^' on my knees, 
(The laft time I fliall care to be belicvM) 

I beg you, bee to think me innocent, 
Clear of all comes, that thus can banilh me 
From this world's comforts, in my loiing yoa. 

• Bir. Where will this end ? 

• I/a. The rugged hand of fate has got between 

* Our meeting hearts, and thrufts them from their joys *7 
Since we muft par t 

Bir, Nothing fliall ever part us. 

• 1/a. Parting's the leail that is fet down for me ; 

* Heav'n has decreed, and we muft fufFer all. 

' BJr. I know thee innocent : J know myfelf h i 
*■ Indeed we both have been unfortunate ; 
'But fure misfortunes* ne'er were faults in love/ 

I/a Oh ! there's a fatal ftorv to be told ; 
Be deaf to* that, as heaven has been to me ! 
' And rot the (qngue that fliall reveal my fliame :* 
When thon fliah hear how much thou hall been wrotig^^ 
How wilt thou curfe thy fond bdievine heart. 
Tear me firom the warm bofom of thy love, 
AtkA throw me like a pois'nons weed away ! 
' Can I bear that? Bear to be curft and torrXp 
^ And thrown oQt of thy family and name, 
' Like a dkeafe ? C^n I bear this from thee ? 
' I never can :' No, all things have their end. 
When I am dead, forgive and pity me. [Exit*^ 

Bir, Stay, my Ifabell a 
What can flie mean ? Thefe doubtings will diftraft me : 
Some hidden mifchief foon will burn to light : 
I cannot bear it— —I muft be fatisfied ■■ 

'Tis flie, my wife, muft clear this darknefs to me*. 

She fliall— if the fad tale at laft muft come ; 

She is my fate^ and beft can fpeak my doonu [Exiu. 



AQV 



4f ISABELLA 

The Parting tranfport of new quick'ning life' 
Gives juil fuch hopes ; and pleafure grows again 

With looking on him Let me look my lafl— *• 

But. is a look enough for parting love !• 

Sure I may take a kifs— Where am I going ! 

Help, help me, Villeroy '.—Mountains and fcas 

Divide your love, never to meet my fhame. 

[T^rc<ws^ herjelf u}on tJbe floor \ after ajhcrt pau/i, Jbtr 

rai/es her/elf upon her elhonv. 
What will this battle of the brain do with me T 
This little ball, this ravag'd proviTice, long 
Cannot maintain— 'The globe of earth wants room * 
And food for fuch a war— 1 find rmgoing— — ' 
Famine, plagues, and ilames. 
Wide waile and defolation, do your work 
Upon the"wor]d,< and then- devour your&lrei. 
— The fcenefhifts fail— [5i6^ ri/es,] and now 'tit better 
with me; ^^/^^^ ^ ^'"-.^ 

ConfU6ling paHions have at lail unhing'd 
The gjeat machine ! The foul itielf i^ms changM t. 
Ohi 'til a happy revolution here I 
*' The reasoning faculties are all depos'd ; 
' Judgment, and underftanding, common^ieafe». 
'' priv'n out as traitors to the public peaoe*- 
*-'Novv rm.rjcveng'd upon my memory,. 
*"■ Hfer feat dug up, where all the images 

* Of a long mif-fpent life, were rifing ftill, 

* To glare a fad refledlion of my crimes, 

*^ And flab a confcience thro' 'em ! You are fafc, 

* You monitors of mifchief I What a change ! 

' Better and better Hill ! This is the infant date 
' Of innocence, before the birth of care. 

* My thoughts are fmooth as the Elyiian plains^ 

* Without a rub : the drowfy falling jdream^ 

* Invite me to their flumbei*!), 

* Would 1 were landed there'— [Sinki^inH a cbuifm- 
What noife was that !. A knocking at the gat^l 

It may be Villeroy — No matter who* 
Bir, Come, Ifabella, come. ■ 
Ifa. Hark ! Tm caird ! 
Bvr* You Hay too long from me.. 
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XJa. A man's voice ! in my bed ! How came he tliere \ 
^Nothing but Tillainy in this bad world ; {Rifts. 

-* Coveting neighbours goods, or neighbours wives :' 
Here's phyfick for your itvtt^ 

IDraws a dagger ^ and gees hackiuard to the c$ucb9 
^ Breathing a vein is the old remedy.* 
If hufbands gato heav'n, 
' Where do* they go that fend 'em? — This to try-^ 

\Jufi going to ft ah Jbim, ht rifes^ fln kfiLiMi bim, and 
ftyrieks. 
'What do I fee ! 

JBir. Ifabella arm'd ! 

J/a. Againft my hu[band*s life \ 
-* Who, but the wretch, mod reprobate to grace, 
-* Defpair fe'er hardened for damnation, 
^ Could think of fuch a deed !•— Murder my hufband !' 

Mir. Thou didft not think it. 

I/a. Madnefs has brought me to the gates of hell. 
And there has left me. * Oh, the frightful change, 
-' Of my diftratSlions ! Or is this interval 
•' Of reafon but to aggravate my woes, 
' To drive the horror back with greater force 
•* Upon my foul, and hx me mad for ever ?* 

Bir. Why doft thou fly me fo ? 

J/a. I cannot bear his fight ; diftraflion, come, 
Poflefs me all, and take me to thyfelf ! 
JShake ofF thy cliains, and haften to my aid ;-— 
Thou art my only cure———* Like other frieuds, 
* He will not come to my neceiTities ; 
^ Then I mull go to find the tyrant out ; 
' Which is the neareil way?' [Running out. 

Bir^ Poor Ifabella, (he's not in a condition 
To give me any comfort, if fhe could : 
Lofl to herfelf— as quickly 1 ihall be 
To all the world— r— Horrors come faft around me ; 
My mind is overcail'— the gath'ring clouds 
Darken theprofpedi— I approach the brink. 
And (eon muft leap the precipice! Oh, heav'n ! 
While yet my fenfes are my own, thus kneeling 
Let me implore thy mercies on my wife : 
Releaie her from her pangs ; and if mv reafon. 

Overwhelmed 
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O'crwhelra'd with miferie*, fink before the tcmpeft* 
Pardon thofc crimes defpair may bring upon me* [Ri/eu 

Enter Nur/e. 

Nur/e» Sir, there's fomebody at the door muft needs 
(peak with you : he won't tell his name. 

Bir, I come to him. [Exit Kurfe^ 

'Tis Belford, I fappofe : he little knows 
Of what has happen 'd here ; I wanted him, 
Mufl employ his friendihip, and then \ExU% 

SCENE, the Street. 

Enter Carlos, ivith three ruffians. 

Car, A younger brother! I was one too long. 
Not to prevent my being fo again. 
We mull be fudden. Young brothers are 
But lawful baftards of another name, 
Thruft out of their nobility of birth 
And family, and tainted into trade?, 
-Shall I bfe one of them— Bow, and retire. 
To make more room for the unwieldy heir 
To play the fool in ! Nc— 
But how fliall I prevent it?— Biron comes 
To take pofleflion 0/ my father's love- — ^ 
Would that were all ; there is a birth-right too 
That he will feize. Befrdes, if Biron lives. 
He will unfold foihe praftices, which I 
Cannot well an fwer— therefore he fhall die ; 
This night mull be difpos'd of : I have means 
That will not fail my purpofe. Here he c^mes. 

Enter Biron. 

Sir. Ha ! am I befet ? I live but to revenge me. 
\^bcyJurround him J fighting \ Villeroy enters ivitb 
4nuo /er*uants 5 they re/cue him j Carlos and hi^f 
^artyfly. 
ViL How are you, Sir? Mortally hurt, I fear. 
T^ke care, and lead him in* 

Bir. 
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'Bir. I thank you for the goodnefs. Sir ; the* 'tis 
BellowM upon a very wretch ; and death, 
Tho' from a villain's hand, had been to me 
An ad of kindnefs, and the height of mercy— 
But I thank you. Sir. [He is kd§i. 

S.C E N E, the inftde nf the hottfe. 

Enter Ifabella. 

i/a. Murder my hufband! Oh! I mud not dare 
To think of living on ; my defperate hand 
In a mad rage may offer it 4gain : ' . 
Stab any where but there. Mere's ropm enough 
Jfi my own br^aft, to ad^ the fury in. 
The proper fcene of mifcHief. * Villeroy comes s 
' Villeroy and Biron come 1- Oh! hide me from 'em;— i 

* They rack, they tear ; let 'em -carve out my limbs, 
' Divide my body to their equal claims ! 

* My foul is only Biron's ; tha,t is ^rtt, 

* And tims I ftrike for him/ and. liberty/ 

[Going to fiah her/elf ^ .Villeroy runs r«, and prevents 
her, by taking the /dagger, from her. 

ViL Angels defend and fave thee 1 
Attempt thy precious life \ * the treafury 
' Of nature's iweets ! life of my little world !* 
Lay violeat hands upon thy innocent felf ! 

Ifa, Swear I am innocent, and I'll believe you» 
What would you JiavQ with Vfxt ? Pray let me go. 

* -r^Are you there. Sir ? You are the very maa 
' Have done, all this-^You' would have made 

' Me believe you married me ; but the fool 

* Was wifer, I thank you ; ^tis not all gofpel 

* You men preach «pQn that fubjed.' 
ViU Doft thou not know me, love ? 

' Ifa, O yes : very well. IStaring on him% 

.«: You are x4e widow's comforter ; that marries . « 

* Any woman when \tt hujlband'^ out oi the way i 
^ But I'll never, nev^r take your word »gain» 

' FiL I am thy lGfving.hu(ban4*' 
*Tis Villeroy, thy.htofband. 
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I/m, 1 have none ; no hofl>and ■ [Wti^ug. 

Never had bat one, and he dy'd at Candy, 

* Did he not ? I'm f«re jou coic( me (b ; yoB, 

* Yoa or fomebody, with julk fu^h a lying look^ 

•^ As yoa have now/ Speak, di^ be not die there ? 

/7/. He did, my life. 

I/a. Bat fWear it, qoicldj^iwear, ^ 

[Biron enters htoody^ and leaning upon hts JhMstri, 
Before that fcreaming evidence appears. 
In bloody proof againft me. 

\^he fieimg BiroB, fwovms into a chair ; Villcroy 
helps her. 

Fil. Help there ! Norfe, where are yott ? 
Ha! lamdi^aaedtool 

[Going to cAlifor help^feos Biroiu 
Biron alive ! 

Btr. The only wretch on earth that mnft not lir«« 

Vil. Biron or Villeroy mall not, that's decreed* 

Bir. You've fav'd me from the hands of murderers: 
Would you had not, for life's my greateft plague-— 
And then, of* all the world, you are the maa 
I would not be obliged to ■ ■ . I fabtHa 1 
I came to fall before thee : I had dy'd 
Happy, not to have found your Villeroy here : 
A long farewell, and a lall parting kifs. f -^^-^ her. 

Vil. A kifs ! confufion ! it mud be your laft'. [Drsnvs. 

Bir. I know it mud — Here I give up that death 
You but delay'd : Since what is paft has been 
The work of fate, thus we muft finiih it. • 
Thruft home, be fure. [Feunts, 

Fil. Alas ! he faints ! fome help there. 

Bir. 'Tis all in vain, my forrows foon will end— 
Oh, Villeroy ! let a dying wretch entreat yoo, 
1 o take this letter to my father. My Ifabella ! 
Co^uldH thou but hear me, my laft words (hould bleA 
< thee. 

I cannot, tho' in death, bequeath her to thee. \To Vil. 
But could I hope my boy, my little one. 
Might find a father in thee — Oh, I faint— 
I can no more — Hear me, heav'n ! Oh, fapporc 
My wife, my Ifabella— -Blefi my child I 

And 
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And take a poor otthapp y ■ ■ ■ [Z)/>/. 

Vil. Ht^s gone — Let what will be the confeq^uenee^ 
I'll give it him. I have involv'^d myfelf. 
And jvottld be clear'd ; that mud be thought on now. 
My care of her is loft in wild amaze. [Going f 6 Ifa. 

' Alt you all dead within there? where, where are you I' 
Good nurfe, take care of her ; III bring more help. 

[Exit. 
Ifabella comes to her/elf. 

I/a, Where have I been ? Methinks I ftand upoa 
The brink of life, ready -to (hoot the gulph 
That lies between me arid the realms of reft| 
But ftill detained, I cannot pafs'the flrait: 
Denyy to live, and yet I mull not die : > 
Dooih'd to come bacK, like a complaining ghofi. 

To my unburyM body Here it lies 

[ThroiAjs berfelf by Biron'i bodf. 
My body, foul, and life. A little duft. 
To cover our* cold limbs in the dark grave— 
There> there we fhall deep fafe and found together. 

EMer Villeroy 'with firvants. 
' J^iL Poor wretch ; upon the ground ! She's not 

herfelf: 
Remove her from the hoiy. [&tr^ant going to raife bit. 

Ifa. Never, never i ' i 
You have divorc'd us once, but fhall no more- 
Help, help me, BifoaI— Ha!— >bloody anddead! 
Oh, murder! murder! You have done this deed-** 
Vengeance and murder! bury us togethe r - ■ ■ ■ 
Do any thing but pftrt U8. 

ViL Gently, eently raife her. 
She rauft be forcM.away. 

\^be drags tb€ body after Her ; they get her into their 
armSf and carry her off, 
Ifa, Oh-, they tear me ! Cut oiF my hands—- 
Let me leave fomething with him- , "* 

They'll clafp him faft 

Oh, cruel, cruel, men^ • 

This you mnft anfwcr one day. 

Vil, Good nurfe> take care of her. [Nurfe foihws her. 
Send ^or all helps : all^ all that I am worth 

C ShaH 
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Shall cheaply buy her peace of mind again. 

« Be fure you do [To a femfont. 

* Juft as I order'd you.' The ftorm grows loud 

[Knocking at the door. 
I am prepared for it. Now let them in. 

Enter- Count Baldwin, Carlos, Belford, friends^ ^ith 
fewants. 

C, Bald. Oh, do I live to this unhappy day ! 
Where is my wretched fon f 

Car, Where is my brother ? 

[Thej fee him, and gather about the iodjh 

ViL I hope in heav'n. 

Car. Canft thou pity him. 
Wi(h him in heav'n ! when thou haft done a deed^ 
That muft for ever cut thee from the hopes 
Of ever coming there. 

TiL I do not blame you 
You have a brother's right to be concerned 
For his untimely death. 

Car. Untimely death, indeed ! 

Vil. But yet you muft not fay I was the caufe. 

Car. Not you the caufe 1 Why, who fhould murder 
him ? 
We do not aik you to accufe yourfelf. 
But I muft fay, that you have murder'd him ; 
And will fay nothing elfe, till juftice draws 
Upon our fide, at the loud call of blood. 
To execute fo foul a murder. 

Bel, Poor Biron I Is this thy welcome home ! 

Friend, Rife, Sir ; there is a comfort in revenge. 
Which yet is left you. . [To C. Bald. 

Car. •Take the body hence, [Biron carry^d ojf^ 

C. Bald. What could provoke you ? 

Fil, Nothing could provoke me 
To a bafe murder, which, 1 find, you think 
Me guilty of. I know my innocence ; 
My fervanis too can witnefs that I drew 
My fword in his defence, to refcne him, 

Bel, Let the fervants be call*d. 

Friend. Let's hear what they can fay, 

2 ' Car* 
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Can What they can fay I Why, what Ihould fervants 
fay? 
They're his accomplices, his injlruments. 
And will not charge th^^mfelves. If they could do 
A murder for his fervice, they can lie. 
Lie nimbly, and fwear hard to bring him off. 
You fay you drew your fword in his defence : 
Who were his enemies ? Did he need defence ? 
Had he wrong'd any one ? Could he have caufe 
To apprehend a danger, but from you ? 
And yet you rcfcu'd him ! — No, no, he came 
Unfeafcnably, (that was all his crime) 
Unluckily to interrupt your {]Dort : 
You were new.marry'd — marry'd to his wife ; 
And therefore you, and fhe, and all of you, 
(For all of you I mult believe concerned) 
Combined to murder him out of the way, 

BeL If it be fo 

Car, It can be only for 

Friend, Indeed it has a face 

Car. As bUick as hell. 

Ct BaU. The law will do me juftlce : fend for the 
magillrute. 

Car. I'll go myfelf fcr him—— [^Exit, 

ViL Thefe ftrong prefumptions, I mud own, indeed, . 
Are violent againll me ; but I have 
A witnefs, and on this fide heav'n too. 
Open that door. 

Door opens, and Pedro is brought fornjoards 4^-Villeroy'/ 
fer^oants. 

Here's one can tell you all. 

P€d. All, all ; fave me but from the rack, I'll confefi 
all. 

FiL You and your accomplices defign'd 
To murder Biron ?— Speak. 

Fed. We did. 

FiL Did you engage upon your private wron^, . 
Or were employ 'd ? 

Fed. He never did us wrong. 

FiL You were fet on then. 

Fed. We were fet on. 

C z. Fih 
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A7/. What do you kno^^ of me ? 

Fe^, Nothing, nothing: 
You fav'd his life, and have di(cover'd me. 

f^iL He has acquitted me. 
Jf you would be refolvM of any thing. 
He (lands upon his anfwer. 

£eL Who fet yo8 on to ad this horrid deed ? 

C. BaU, ril know the villain ; give me quick his 
name. 
Or I will tear it from thy bleeding htart* 

Pei/, I will con fefs. 

C. BaU. Do then, 

Ped, Jt v/as my matter, Carlos, your own fon. 

C, Bald. Oh, mondrous ! mondrous! moft unnatural 1 

ieL Dki he employ you to murder his own brother ? 

Ped, He did ; and he was wilh us when 'twas done* 

C Bald* If this be true, this' horrid, horrid tale. 
It is but juft upon me: B iron's wrongs 
Mud be revengM ; and ) the caufe of all. 

Friend, What will you do with him ? 

C. Bald, Take him a-part— — 
I kn.iW too much. [Pedro /##/ /»• 

f^iL 1 had forgot — Your wretched, dying fon 
Gave me this letter for you# [Givis it to Baldwin* 

I dare deliver it. It fpeaks of me, 
I pray to have it read. 

C Bald. You know the hand. 

Bel. I know 'tis Biron's hand. 

C. Bald. .Pray read it. [Belford reads the letter. 

'* S I R, 

•* I find I am cohie only to lay my death at your door. 
I am now going out of the world : but cannot forgive 
you, nor my brother Carlos, for not hindering my poor 
wife Ifabella from marrying with Villeroy ; when you 
both knew, from fo many letters, that I was alive— 

Biron/* 

ViL How ! — Did you know it then ? 

C Bald, Amazement, all ! 

Enter Carlos, nvith officers , 

Oh, Carlos { are you come ? Your brother hext^ 

Heie, 
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Here, in a wretched letter, lays his death 
To you and me— Have you done any thing 
To haften his fad end ? 

Car, Blefs me. Sir, 1 do any thing ! Who, I ? 

C. BaU. He talks of letters that were fettt to u>, 
I never heard ot any — Did you know 
He was alive ? 

Car. Alive ? Hcav'n knows, not I ! 

C. Bald, Had you no news of him, from a report. 
Or letter, never? 

Car, Never, never, I. 

Bel, That's ftrange, indeed : I know he often writ 
To lay before you &e condition \To C. Baldwin, 

Of his hard ilavery ; and more, I know. 
That he had feveral anfwers to his letters. 
He faid, they came from you ; you are his brother* 

Car, Never from me. 

BeL That will appear. 
The letters, I believe, are ftill about him ; 
For fome of *em I faw but yellerday. 

C, Bald. What did thofe anfwers fay ? 

BeL I cannot fpeak to the particulars ; 
Bat I remember well, the fum of 'em 
Was much the fame, and all agreed, 
That there was nothing to be hop'd from you ; 
That 'twas your barbarous refolution 
To let him perilh there.— 

C.Bald, Oh, Carlos! Cark)s ! hadft thou been a 
brother 

Car, This is a plot upon me. I never knew 
He was in Ilavery, or was alive. 
Or heard of him, before this fatal hour. 

Bel, There, Sir, I mud confront you; 
He fent you a letter, to my knowledge, laft night; 
And you fcnt him word you would come to him ■ ' f ii 
I fear you came too foon. 

C. Bald, 'Tis all too plain. •■ 

Bring out that wretch before him. [Vt^ro produced. " 

Car, Ha ! Pedro there ! —Then I am -caught, indeed* 

Bel, You ftart at fight of him ; « 
He has confcfs'd the bloody deed. 

' C 3 ..-^r- C^r*^ 
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Car, Well then, he has confeis'd. 
And T mud an Aver it. 

Bel, Js there no more ? 

Car, Why !— what would you haFC more ? I know 
And I cxpcd it. [the worA, 

C. Bald. Why haft thou done all this ? 

Car, Why, that which damns moil men, has ruin*d 
The making of my fortune. Biron ftood [n^i 

Betsyecn me and your favour : while he liv'd, 
1 had not that ; hardly was thought a fon^ 
And not at all a-kin to your eftate. 
I could not bear a younger brother's lot. 
To live depending upon courtefy— * 
Had you provided for me like a &ther, 
1 had been ilill a brother. 

C, Bald, *Ti5 too true ; I 
I never lov'd thee, as I fhould have done : 
It was my fm, and I am punifh'd for't. 
Oh! never may diflindtion rife again 
In families^: let parents be the fame 
To all their children ; common in their care> 
And in their love of 'em— I am unhappy 
For loving one too well. 

Vil. You knew your brother liv'd ; why did you. take 
Such pa'ns fo marry me to Ifabella ? 

Car, 1 had my renfons for't > ■ 

/'/■/. More than I thought you had. 
:Car, But one was thisr— 
I knew my brother lov*d his wife fo well. 
That if ever he ihould come home again. 
He cou'd not long out-live the lofs of her. 

Bel, Jf you rely'd on that, why did you kill him ? 

Car, To make all fure. Now, you are anfwer'd alL 
Where muft I go? I am tir'd of your queftions. 

C, Bald, I leave the judge to tell thee what thou art; 
A father cannot find a name for thee. 
But parricide is higheft treafbn, fure, 
T6 lacred nature's Ir.w : and muft be (b. 
So fentenc'd in thy crimes. Take him away— 
The violent remedy i# found at laft. 
That drives thee out, thou poifonof my blood, 
lafc^d long, and only Foul ia thee. [Carlos led off. 

' Grant 
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Grant me, fwcet heav'n ! thy patience to ^o through 

The torment of my cure — Here, here begins 

The operation— A J as ! fhc's^mad. 

Enttr Ifabella diftra&edy held hy her nuomen ; her hair 

diJhevelUd ; her little /on running in before^ being mfraid 

tfher. 

FiL My Ifabella ! poor unhappy wretch I 
What can I fay to her ? 

I/a* frothing, nothing; 'tis^a babbling world— 
I'll hear no more on't. When does the court fit? 
• I'll not be bought — What ! to fell innocent blood }— * 
You look like one of the pale judges here ; 
JMinos, or Radamanth, or ^aco s 
I have heard of you, 
I have a caufe to try, an honeft one ; 
Will you not hear it ? Then I muft appeal 
To the bright throne— Call dot^n the heav'nly powers 
To witnefs how you ufe me. 

* Worn, Help, help, we cannot hold her. 

* FiL Yftu but enrage her more.* 

C Bald. Pray give her way ; (he'll hurt nobody. 

I/a. What have you done with him ? He was here but 
I faw him here. Oh, Biron, Biron 1 where, [now; 

Where have they hid thee from me ? He Is gone— 
Buft ^re*s a little fiamiug cherubim 

Child. Oh, fave me, fave me ! [Running to Bald* 

I/a. The Mercury of heav'n, with filver wing^, 
Impt for the flight, to overtake his ghoft> 
And bring him back again. ^ 

Child. I fear fhe'll kill me. 

C. Bald^ She will not hart the«. \^he flings atnofm 

I/a. Will nothing do ? I did not hope to Hnd 
Juftice on earth ; 'tis not in Heav'n neither. 
Biron has watxrh'd his opportunity 
Softly ; he fteals it from the fleeping gods. 

And fends it thus {Stabs herfitf^ 

Now, now I laugh at you, defy you all. 
You tyrant- murderers. 

P'iU Callv call fi>r help-— Oh, Heav'n ! this was too 
much. 

C. BMdk Oh, thou mod injur'd innocence t Yet live. 
Live but to witnefs for me to the world, - 

How 
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How much I do repent me of the wrongs, 

Th* unnatural wrongs, which 1 have heap'd on thce^ 

And have pull'd down this judgment on us all. 

FiL^Oh, fpeak, fpeak but a word of comfort to mc« 
C. Ba/J, If the moft tender father's* care and love 



Of thee, and thy poor child, can make amends ■ m 

Oh, yet look up, and live. 

I/a, Where is that little wretch ? [T/bej rai/t hir* 
I die in peace, to leave him to your care. 
1 have a wretched mother's legacy, 
A dying kifs — ^pray let me give it him. 
My bleifing ; that, that's all I have to leave thee. 
Oh, may thy father's virtues live in thee. 
And all his wrongs be buried in my grave. [/)/>#• 

P'iL She's gone, and all my joys of life with her. 

* Where are your officers of jullice now ? 

' Seize, bind me, drag me to the bloody bar. 

* Accufe, condemn me ; let the fentence reack 
' My hated life no matter how it comes ; 

* I'll think it juft, and thank you as it falls. 

* Self-murder is deny'd me ; elfe, how fpon 

* Could I be pail the pain of my remembrance ! 

* But I mail live, grow grey with ling'ring grief, 

* To die at lail in telling this fad tale.' 

C. Bald. Poor wretched orphan of moft vvretched pa* 
• rents ! 

* 'Seeing the llorm, thou'rt thrown upon a rock, 
' To perifh there.' The very rocks would melt. 
Soften their nature, fure, to fofter thee. 

I find it by niyfelf : my flinty heart, 
%h^t barren rock, on which thy father ftarv'd. 
Opens its firings of nourifhment to thee; 
There's not a vein but fhall run milk for thee. 
Oh, had I pardon 'd ray poor B iron's fault. 
His firft, his only fault — this had not been. 

To erring youth there's feme companion due ; 

But while with rigour you their crimes purfue. 

What's their misfortune, is a crime for you. 

Hence learn, offending children to forgive : 
Leave punifhment to Hcuv'n— 'tis Hcav'n's prerogative. 

\Exeunt omna. 
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7\T0 W tell me, fwhen you fatv the laJy die, 
Werejou not puwded for a rtafon twhy ? 
A huxom dam/el^ and of play-houfe race. 
Not to outline th* enjoyment of a Brace ! 
Were that the only tnarrtage^curfe in fore, 
Ho'Vj many luould compound to fuffer more^ 
And yet live on^ ^with comfort, to threefcore? 
But on our exits there is no relying : 
We luomen are fo tuhimfecal in dying* 
Some pine a^ ay for lofs of ogling felloes : 
Nay, fome have dy^dfor love^ as Jicries tell us. 
Some fay our^hiftoriesi tho* Ung ago, 
Fof^ having und^gone a rape, or fo, 
Plung*d the fell dagger, vj it bout more ado. 
But time has laugh* d thofe follies^ out offajhion: 
jindfure they*ll never gain the approbation 
Of ladies, viho confult their reputation* 
For if a rape mufl he ejieem'd a curfe. 
Grim death, and publication make it vaorfe. 
Should the opinion of the vjorld be try^d, 
VheyUlfcarce give judgment on the plaintiff's fidii 
For all mufl onvn, ^tis moft egregious nonfenfe, 
7o die for being pleased, vjith a fafe confcience* 
Nay, look not on your fans, nor turn away. 
For tell me, ladies, nvhy do you marry, pray ? 
But to enjoy your vxijhes, as you may. 
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PROLOGUE. 



H 



IP f mujic / mufic ! — Hafveyou more /» //<^^ 
Someiohat I'd offer-* "Stop your 'Catgut pray% 



Willy w permit i and not pronounce me rude^ 
A hoohfeller one moment to intrude f 
My name is Fool/cap .•'^Jsnce you/fffW me lafl. 
Fortune hath 'given me a rare helping eafi. 
^0 all my toils a *wife hath put a flop ■ ■ 
A devil then ; hut novj I keep ajhop^ 
Mify mafier died^ poor man I-^He*s tut Offprint / 
His fwidrwy-^^e hdd eyes^ mndtotk my hint. 
A prey /to gfiefjbe could not hear to he, 
And/o fum^iovrra nenv leaf*with me. x 

' f drive a trade ; have atahori in my pay. 
Men of aNnvork, per iiueeky perjheety per day. '\ 

Trav llcrs— 'w^o not one foreign country hnovj : ^ 

And ?aA*ral Poets— -w fhe found of Bow. 
Tranflators^--7^«f the Gre^k they never read ; 
Cantabsujir^ Soph^--/« Covent Garden hr^ 
HiftomnSy nv&t canU vorit^ ;^-*who only tttke ^ 

£ciffars and pafie ; cut, vamp; Mhook theyTuahe. 

Vve trHttedfor ^hii pkzy ; can hu^ it too, j! 

Iff could learn tvhatyou intend to do, 
Iff^r nine nights you II hear this tragic fluff; 
/' haruea nevfpaper and there can puff. 

A nevfpaper does voonders t^^None can he 
In deht, in love<, depettdent or quite free. 
Ugly or handfome^ vtell or ill in bed, 
Single or married, or alive or dead; 
But voe give life, death, virtue, vice tuith iafef 
Injktrt^ a ntwf paper does ivhot ^we fUafe^ 

A 2 ^frt 



4 EPILOGUE* 

nere Jealous authors at each other bark, 

^rUl truth leases notone glimpj'e, no^ not one /park f 

But lyes meet lyes, andjoftle in the dark. 

Our hard njoithin has often felt the dart 

Sent from our qui'ver, le^eWd at his heart. 

r*vepnfs*d him, ere he plays this def pirate gamig 

y<7 anfwer all, and 'vindicate his name* 

But he, confine* d that all hut truth muft die. 

Leaves to its vwn mortality the lye. 

Would any knrw,*^ivhfie parties fight pelLmei^ 

HowJ he employs his pen /*— his play luill tell, 

^0 that he trujis ; That hefuhmUs to you.; 

Aim'd at your tend* reft feelings, — fnoral,-^ nenv, 

ne/cenes, he hopes, luill draiv the heart-felt, tear; 

Scenes that come home to en/ry hofom here, 

Jfthis njuill do, Pll run and bur itftraight; 

Stay — let me fee ; I think Vd better ruvr/V— — -' 

Yes I'-^l 'il liefmig tillyoit have fixt its fate. 
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Ct^HE Grcclzn Davightet* s complimenfs to all 'g ' ']'. 
-^ Begs that for Epilogue younvill not call I "•.' 

jind hopes you* ll hear by me a little reafon. 
For leering, giggling, nji^ould beojii offcafon,- .. 

A father raii'dfrom death, a nation fitvdy 
A tyrant's crimes by female fpir it bru<v*d, 
That tyrantftabh*d, and by her ner^ele/s arm. 
While Virtue' sf pell fur roujidi 11 g guards could charm t 
Canjbe, this focred tumult in her breafi, 
Turn' Father, Freedom, Virtue, all tojtft? 
Wake yen , ye fair ones, fromyourfiveet'repdfe^ 
jis njcanton z*'phj rs njoake the Jleeping rofi ; 
Difpel thefe clouds nvhich o*eryour eyrlids crept. 
Which Qur ivife Bardmifiook^ andfworeyou luept^ 
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Shall Jl'e to Macaronies life reftore^ 
}Vboya%\)ndy half dead, and cursed the tragic Borc ? 
Difmifs ^enty fmirkingy to their nighily haunt. 
Where dice and cards their moon-Jtruck minds enchants 
Some iiiuffledy like the n^vitches in Macbeth, 
Brood o'fjr the vtagic circle pale as death! 
Others, the cauldron go ai)out— about 
jittd RfgtH enters, as the Fates run out ! 
Bubble., bubble, 
- ^Toil and trouble, 
PaJJtons burn, 
Jlnd betf are double / 
Double! double! 
Toil and trouble, 
■--' Batons, hum, 

<\ . And all is bubble! 

Mitt, jej^aparti for fc^ndal forms theft tale^, 
Ta^4hood bl mute — let Juftice hold herfcaUs : 
Brttons <were ne'er enfla'v'd by e^il pcjo'rs; 
fTo f^ace and ^wedded hyverthsy gi've their midnight hours i 
From flumbers pure no rattling dice can ivake 'em ; 
Whp make the lanjos 'were ne^verknomjn to break V/» j 
*Tis fulfe,ye Fair, ivhate^ver Spleen may fay, 
^Tfi^tyou down Folly* s tide are hornt a<way ; 
You psver njuijlf at deep ^iftrefs iofnecf. 
For eyes, tho* bright, are brighter thro' a tear^ ^ 

Should it e'er be this I^ation's ^retched fate 
^0 lai/gh at all that's good, and ivife,, and great ;^ 
Jlrn^dat all points, let Genius take the jtefd. 
And on the f age affli^ed Virtjiejhield; 
Dri'vefrdm the land each bflfe univorthy pajffion^ . 
^ijl FirtHf triumph in dffpiteofFaJhion^ 
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GRBCIAN DAUGHTER, 



A C T I, 

Efittr Melanthon attd Philotai* 

Melanthon^ ■ 

"^MT E T,. yet a moment; hear, Philota«, hear me; 

j[ P/>jV. No more, it muftnotbe. 

Melan. Obdurate man I 
Thus wilt thou fpurn rae, when a king diftxcft'd/ 
A good, a virtuous, venerable king; 
The father of hivS people, i>om a throne 
Which long with ev'ry virtue headorn'd 
Torn by a ruffian, by a tyrant's hand. 
Groans in captivity ? In his own palace 

Lives a fequefter'd prifoiier ? Oh ! Philo^^ 

If thou haft not renounc'd humanity. 
Let me behold my fovereign ; once again 
Admit me to his prefence>; let me fee 
My royal mafter. 

Phil, Urge thy ftiit no further ; 
Thy words are fruitlefs ; Dionyfms' ordcrs^ 
Forbid accefs ; he is oiir fov 'reign now ; 
Tis his to give the law, mine to obey. 

Melan, 7 hou canft not mean it — his to give the law f 
Detefted fpoiler ! — his! a vile ufurper! 
Have we forgot the elder DionyfiUs, 
Surnam'd the Tyrant ? To Sicilia's throne 
The monfter waded through whole feas of blood. 
Sore groan'd the land beneath his iron rod ; ^ 

'Till rous'V. at 'length Evander came to Greece, ' • 

Like Frqpdom*s genius ca.ne, and fent the tyrant^ 
Stript of the crown, and to his humble rank " 
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I 

Once more reduced, to roam, for vile {iibfiftcnce^ 
A wandering^ fophift, thro* the realms of Greece. 
., ' PSil, li'Iclanthon, yes : full clearly I remerabejt 
The iplendid day, when all rejoicing Sicily 
Hail'd her deliverer* 

Melon, Shall the tyrant's fbn 

D^Ote ar thle frtwn the iiadicr'« gmlli* — • 

Philotas, thou wert once the friend of goodnefs ; 
Thou art a Greek ; fair Corinth gave thee birth % 
I mark'd thy growiilgijfouth; I need not tell> 
With what an equal fway Evander reien'd. 
How juft, hG\% upright, g€;ncrcia4.:^mgQo4^. 

* From ev*ry region bards and fagescame ; 

* V.'hate'er of fcience ancient £gy'pt ilor'd^ 

* -All that the Eaft. had Ueafur'd; all that Greece 

* Of moral wifdom taught, -and Plato's voicc^ ' 

* Was heard in Sicily.* $hall Dionyiius 
Extinguifh ev'ry virtue in the land* 

Bow to his yoke the necks of freeborn men» 
AnA here perpetuate a tyrant'^ reign ? 

PhiL Whatever hip right, to him in Syracuffe 
AW bend the knee ;^ his the fupreme dominion. 
And death and torment wait his fovereign nod. 

Melon, But foqn that pow'r (hall ceafe ; behold his waQi 
Kow clofe enwrclcd by the Grecian bands; 
Timoleon leads them on ; indignant Corinth 
Se^lds her avenger forth, array'd in terror^ 
To hurl ambition from a throne ufurp'd. 
And bid all Sicily^ refum : her rights. 

PhiL Thou wert a ftt^tefman once, Melanthon ; now. 
Grown dim with age, thy eye pervades no riiorc 
The deep-laid fchemes which Dionyfius plans. 
Knoyv then, a fleet from Carthage even now 
Stems the rough billow ; and, ere yonder fun. 
That now declining feeks the Weftem wave. 
Shall to the fhades of night refign the world, 
Thou'lt fee the Punic fails in yonder bay, 
Whofe waters walh the walls of Syracufe. 

Melon, Art thou a ftranger to Timoleon 's name ? 
Intent to plan, and circumfped to fee 
All poflible events, he rullics oa 

RefmieA 
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Refiftlefs in his courfe I Your boaftcd ftiafter 
Scarce (land? at* bay ;. each hour the ftrong blockadt- 
Hems him in clofer, and 'ere long thoti'lt viev? 
Opprefljon's iron rod to fragments fliivcr*d I 
The good Eva^ider then — r 

Phil. Alas, Evander 
Will ne'er behold the golden time you look for f 

Milan. Howl; Not behold k! Say, Philotas, fpeak ;:. 
Has the fell tyrant, have his felon murderers.-— 

Phil. As yet, my friend^. Evander livc»» 

Melon. And yet 
Thy dark Jialf-hinted purpofe-— Lead me to him— • 
If thou haft murder'dnim — 

Phil. By Heav'n he lives. 

Melon. Then blefs me with one tender intcrvieu% 
Thrice has the fgn gone down, fmcc laft thcfe eyci 
Have fcen the good old king ;. fay, why Is this ? 
Whqrefore debarred his prefence? Thee,- Philotai» 
The troopfe obey, that guaird the joyal- pris'iier ji 
Each avenue to thee is open ; tUcm 
Canft grant admittance : let mey^ let me fee him- " • 

Phil. Entreat no more ;. the foul of Dionyfiui 
Is ever wakeful ; rent with all the pangs .1 ' 

lliat wait on confcious guilt. . . • . . ' . 

Melon. Y^t whi?ii dun nigh t ■ ' . • • 

Phil. Alas ! it cannot he — But mark imy iwordfi :• . I A 
l^t Greece urge on hot general aflaiilt. 
Difpatch fome friend, who may o'erlbap tlierwalls^- ' 

Ana tell Timoleo;i,>thfi good old Evandct *'**"' 

Has liv'd three days, .by Dionyfms' ordcr^ 
Lock'd up frorii ^v'iry fuftenance of nature ;. 
And life, now wearied out, Almuft expires. • • 

Melon. If any fpark of virtue dwill 'withitvtkee;. > 
Lead me, Philotas, Icadiacrto his|i]»foiii^ i ^ 

Phil. The tyrant's jealous care hath moy^d UmthencCr ' * 

Melon. Ha f mov'd him, fay 'ft thou? . » r 

.u . iP^'^* At the mJdoight iior, • — > 

, Silent convey'd him up the ftecp afcent^ 
T^ where the ^idct DioDyfius form'd,' . ' < - ' ■«. 
' Onthe (harpfumrai^<)ftifejj)ointBd rooidyi'i • '^ . 

. WhJ^'Vyttft^ngs tlie deep, a ddijgoonidmrtv *'• ' •' 'V 
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>1I within cell, a lah)'rinth of horror, 
)rep cavcrn'd in thcclifF, wh^rc many a wretch, 
nUrn by mrwial eye, has grosn'd in anguilhy 
\vA ilitd Jihfturr, nnpitird, ami unknown. 

Mtian. Clandcttinc murderer! Yes, there's the fccnt 
)i horf! i maflacre. !• ull oft I've w<ilk'd, 
r\'hen all things lay in deep and darkncfs hufh'd^ 
fes, oft Tve walk'd the lonely fulien beach, 
\nd heard the mournful found of many a corfe 
i*lung'd from the rock into the \\a\x beneath, 
rhat murmur'd on the ihore. And means he thu» 
Fo end a monarch's life ? Oh ! grant my pray'r^ 
My tinuly fuccour may protc6 nis days; 

riie guard is yours 

Phil Forbear ; thou plead'ft in vain ; 
f mail not yield; it were afTur'ddeftru^^on, 
Farewell ; difpatch a meiTage to the Greeks ; 
['11 to my ftation ; now thou know 'ft the word* (Xi'Mi 

MeUfi. Oh! loftEvander! Loft Euphrafia too t 
How will her gentle nature hi»r the fhock 
Of a dear father, thus in ling'ring pangs- 
A prey to famine, like the vericlf wretch 
Whom the hard hand of Miicry hath erip'dl 
In vain fheHl rave with impotence of iorrow ; 
Perhaps provoke her fate-: Greece arms in vain % 
All's loft; Svandetdies! 

EmUr CaUppoff* 

Cahp. WheieW the king? 
Cur troops, that fallied to attack the foe. 
Retire diiorder'di to the eaftcra gate 
The Greeks purfuc! Timoleon rides in blooc^t 
Arm, arm, and meet their fury. 

MeloTu Toi the citadel 
Dircdl thy footfteps ; Dionyfius thcit 
Marihals a chofen band;. . I '. 

Calip, Do thou call forth ^ 

Thy hardy veterans ; hafte, or aD isioft I [Mxie». 

Melon. Now, ye jiift Gods, now look propitious down ; 
Kow e i V e the G reciaa iabre tenfold tfgC| ■ 
And lave the virtuottlkii^!: -^ \H^ti^mdjic. 
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Enter Euphraiin. 

Euph» War on, yc heroes. 
Ye great aflerters of a monarch's caufe ! 
Let the wild tcmpeft rife. Melanthon, ha! 
Didftthou not hear the vaft tremendous roar? 
Down tumbling from its bafe the eaftern tow'r . 
Burft on the tyrant's ranks, and on the plain 
Lies an extended ruin* 

Afi"//?*. Still new horrors 
Increafc each hour, and gather round our heads. 

Euph» The fflorious tumult lifts my towering foul. 
Once more, Melanthon, once again my father 
Shal 1 mount Sicilians throne. 

Melan^ Alas! that hour 
Would come with joy to ev'ry honeft heart, ^ 

W'^ould fhed divineft blcflings from its wing;. 
But no fuch hour in a!l the round of time ;. .. 
I fear, the Fates averfe will e'er lead on. ' ' 

Eupk, And ftill, Melanthon, ftill does pale Dci^^ait ' ■ ' \ 
I>epn!fsthy fpirit? Lo I Timoleon come» 
Arm'd with thepow'r of Greece: the brave, the Juft,. 
^od-like Timoleon, ardent to redrefs. 
He guides the war, and gains upon hi» prey. . . ' 

-A little interval (hall fet the vidor 
Within our gates triumphant. • * '. 

Melan. Still my fears ^ ^ / 

Forebode for thee. Would thou, hadft left thf s olice^ 
When hence your hufband, the brave Phfocionjied^ 
Fled with your infant fon ! 

Euph. J n duty fix'd. 
Here I remain -d, while my brave gen*rdci» Fhodoa- 
Fled with my child, and from his mother-'s ^nras 
Boremyfweet little one — Full weir tboaknoi/ft 
The pangs I fuffer'd in that trying moment; ' ' * 

Did I not weep? Did I not rave and ft^riek. 
And by the roots- tear my difheveirdhairf. 
Did I not follow on the fea-beatfhore,. 
Refolv'd with him and with my blooming hcff 
To truft the winds and waves? 

Milan. Deem not,, Edphrafiaj. 
X c'«r ca«) dgubt thy eonftancy aod JorOf . 
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Euph. Melanthon, how I lovM, the Gods whoTai^r 
Each fccret image that my fancy form'd. 
The Gods caif witnefs how I lov'd my Phocion, 
And yet 1 went not with him. Could I do it?- . 
Could I defert my father ? Could 1 leave . ' 
The % enerablc man, who gave me being, 
A vidim here in Syracufe, nor (lay 
To watch his fate, to vifit his affli^ion. 
To cheer his prifon hours, and with the tear . ' ' - 

Of filial virtue bid ev'n bondage fmile ? 

Meian, Tlie pious afl, wl^ate'er the fates intemf* 
Shall merit heart- felt praife. 

Eu/>.1\ Yes, Phocion, gOj 
Go with my child, torn fom this matron Tjteaft','' 
This breaft that (lill ihould yield its nurture to him* 
I'ly with my infant to fome happier fliorc; 
If he be fafe, Euphrafia dies content. 
Till that fad clofc of all, the talk be mine 
To tend a father with delighted care, , 
^ a fmooth the pillow of declining age. 
See him fink gradual into mere decay. 
On the'lalt vergb'of life watch ev'ry look. 
Explore each fond unnutterable wifh. 
Catch his laft breath, and clofe his eyes in peace, 

Metan. \ would not add to thy affiidions f yet 
My heart mifgi\ es \ — Evander's fatal period 

Euph. Still is far off, the Gods have fenr relie;fi . 
And once again I fhall Ix'hold him king. 

Melan. Alas ! this dream of hope at length may wakta 
To deep defpair.. 

Enph, 1 he, fifirit-ftirring virtue 
That glows w'i^tliiu me^ i\e'er (hall know dcfpair* 
No, I will truff the Qo^Js. ■ Defponding man L 
Kaft thou not heard, with what relillkfs ardour 
Timbken drives tlj^? tumult of the war ? 
Ilaft thou not hea'rd.tijn'thund'ring at our gates?" 
The tyrant's pent up in his. Uf^ retreat;. 
Anon rhou'lt {^^ his battlements in duft,, 
Ui.s walls, his rampaits, and his tow'rs in ruin; - 
D^rfUu^tion pourings in oa cv'ry fide, 

tide 
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Pride and opprcflion at thoir utmoft need. 
And nought to favc hiai in his hopclefe hour. 

S^AficuriJh oftrumpeiu 

MAan. Hal the fell tyrant comes—Bcenilc his rage. 
And o'er your forrows call a down of glaanefs. 

Enter Dionyfius, Calippus, Officers, &c. 

Z)/W. The vain prcfumptuous Greek! His hopes of 
Like a gay-dream, arc vaniOiM into air* [conqucft, 

l^roudly elate, and flulh'd with eafy triumph 
O'er vulgar warriors, to the gates of Syracufc 
He urg'd the war, till Dionyfius* arm 
Let daughter loofo, and taught his daftard train 
To feek their fafctv by inglorious flight. 

Eupb, O Dionyfius, if dillraifling tears 
Alarm this throbbing bofom, you will pardon 
A frail and tender fcx. Shoyld ruthlefs Nvar 
Koam througli our ilrccts, and riot here in blood, 
\Vhere fliall the loll Euphrafia find a (heltcr ? 
In vain (lic'll kneel, and clafp the facred altar. 

let me then, in mercy let mefeek 

The gloomy manfion, where my father dwells ; 

1 die content, if in his arms I perifli. 

Dion, '^rhou lovely trembler, hufli thy fears to rcf!» 
Th< Greek recoils; like the imi>etuousfi:rgc 
That daflies on ihr rock, there breaks,, and foams» 
An\ backward n.'ils i^ito the fea again. 
All fliall be v/ell in Syracufe : a fleet : 
^m^»€ars in view, and bri'n^s the chofcq.fons 
Of Carthage. From the hill that fronts the harbour^ 
I faw their canvas fwclling with the wind. 
While on the purple wave the wcllern fun 
GlancM the remams of day. 

Euph, Yet till. the fury 
Ofwar fubfide, the wild, the horrid inten'al. 
In fafcty let me foothc to dear delight 
In a lovM father's prefence ; from his fight* 
For three long days, with fpocious feiguM cxcuft, 
Y(^ur guards debar- *d m'*. Oh ! while yet he livcs^ 
Indulge a vbugliter'slove! worn out with age , 

S(K)n mull he feal his eyes in endlefs night, ^ . 
y\,. ; ,.j,], 1 is '"Miverre ihann ?'.i\ r^ rs n'^. more« 

jD/./y. Why thus anticipate ou&fMtunc 7 . , . Evapckr 



^4: Tub GRECIAN DAUGHTEKV 

EFander mocks the injuries of time* 
CaJippus, thou Airvcy the cinr rounds 
Station the centinels, that no lurprlsc 
Invade the unguarded works, while drowiy nighC 
Weighs down the foldiers eye. Affli^ed fair. 
Thy couch invites thee When the tumult's o'er,, 
Thou 'It fee Evander with redoub&d joy.- 
Thoughnow unequal to the cares of empire 
His a^e fequefler him, yet honours high 
Shall gild the evening of his various day« 

Euph. For this benignity accept my dianks. 
They gufh in tears, and my heart pours its tribatOb. 

Dion. Perdiccas, *ere the mom's revolving light 
Unveil the face of tilings, do thou difpatch 
A well-oar 'd galley to Hamilcar's fleet ;. 
At the north pointi of yonder promontory 
Let fome (bledled officer inftrud hiin 
To moor his (hips, amd iflue on the land: 
Then may Timoleon tremble : vengeance then^. 
Shall overwhelm his camp, purfuems bands 
With fatal havock to the ocean's margin. 
And cart their limbs to glut the vulture's famine 
In mangled heaps upon. the naked ihore. 

\Exewrt Dion}d]us and AiUmdaai^ 

Euph. What do I hear ? Melanthoncan it be?. 
If Carthage comes^ if her perfidious fons 
Lift in his caufc,.tke dawn of freedom's gone. * 

MeloM, Woe, bitt'reft woe impends;. Uioa wouldft nofe 

Euph. How!— fpeak .'--unfold — [think — 

Melan, My tongue denies its office. 

Euph, How is my father ? Say, Melanthon— 

Melon, He 

Perhaps he dies this moment. — Since Timoleon. 
Firftform'd his lines-round this beleaguer'd city, , 
i^o nutriment has touch*'d Evanderls lips. 
In the deep caverns of the rock imprifon'd 
He pines in bittereft want. 

• Euph, To thit ab<«ae 

' Of woe and horror, that laft ftftgc of life 
• Has the fell tyrant mov'd him ? 

* Mfian, 1 here fequefter'd, 

^ Alafil he foon mulV periih,' 'a^Iw- 
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Eupb. WeH, my heart. 
Well do yoor vital drops forget to flow. 

Me/au. Enough hi« fword has rcek'd with public flangh* 
ter; 
Now dark infidious deeds muft thin mankind. ' • 

EufHf, Oh! night, that oft haft heard my piercing 
(hrieks 
Difturb thy awful filence ; oft haft heard 
£ach ftroke thcfe hands in frantic forrow gave 
From this fad breaft rcfounding, now no more 
I mean to vemt complaints ; I mean not how 
With bufy mem'ry to retrace the wrongs 
His hand hath heap'd on our devoted race. 
I bear it all ; with calmeft patience bear it : 
Relign'd and wretched, deiperate and loft. 

melan, Defpair, alas ! is all the fad refourc€ 
Our fate allows us now, 

Euph, Yet why defpair ? 
Is that the tribute to a father due ? 
Blood is his due, Melanthon ; yes, the blood. 
The vile, black blood, that fills the tyrant's vcinj^ 
Would graceful look upon my dagger's point. 
Come, vengeance, come, (hake off this feeble fex^ 
Sinew my arm, and guicfe it to his heart. 
And thou, O, filial piety, that rul'ft 
My woman's breaft, turn to vindidlive rage ; 
AiTume the port of juftice ; Ihew mankind 
Tyrannic guilt hath never dar'd in Syracufe, . 

Beyond the reach of virtue. ' 

Melan^ Yet beware; 
Controul this frenzy th^t bears dowayour reafbn^ 
Surrounded by his guards, the tyrant, mocks 
Your utmoft fury ; moderate your zeal. 
Nor let him hear thefe tranfpoits of the fout^ 
Thefe wild upbraidings* 

Euph, Shall Euphrafia*s voice 
Be hufti'd to filehce, when a father dies f 
Shall not tKe monftcr hear hi^ d^tds accuift. ? 
ShaUi he not tremble, when a datightet comes. 
Wild with her griefs, and terribfe with wrongs,. 
jgSgsfiP in defpair, all nature ia hex cauft 

Alarm'J 
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Alarm'd and rouz'd to vengeance ?-;-•-¥€?, ISdel^thoo^ 
The man of blood fhall h^ar m<^5.;ye6^my ym^e. 
Shall mount aloft upon the whhrl wind's wmgj - ^ ■ 
Pierce yon blue vauh, and bring the thund rer d<>wn» 
Melanthon, come, my wrongs will.leod nm-fiorce; - »» 
The weaknefs of my fex is gone ; this arm 
Feels tenfold ftrength ; this arm ihall do a deed 
For heav'n and earth, for n>^n and gods to= woftdes at :> 
Tiiis arm (hall vindicate a father's caufe. • * ! [£jteMai»^ 

' ' ' ' ' . ' I I I [J i I 1 ^ 1 H i , III I 

ACT 11. 

^ ivihl romantk fceney amidfl werhattgmg rods; a avucm 
on OTieJtdc 

Areas, ivith a /pear in his hand, 

^T^ H E gloom of night fits heavy on the v^^orld ; 

j[ And o'er the folemn fcene fuch ilillnefs leigns^. 
As 'twere a paufe of nature : on the beach 
Ko murmuring billow breaks ; the Grecian tents 
Lie funk in llcep ; no gleaming fires are feen ; . 
All Syracufe is hufh'd; no iHr abroad. 
Save ever and anon the dalhing oar. 
That beats the fallen wave. And hark l-r-Was that 
The groan of anguifli from Evander's cell, 
Piercmg the midnight gloom ? — It is the found 
Of bulUing })rows, that cleave the briny deep^ 
Perhaps at this dead hour Harailcar's fleet 
Rides in the bay. 
^ ' Enter Phi lotas, yVo/^ the casern ^, 

P^7. What ho!— brave Areas!— ho! . : 

Areas. Why/thus defcrt thy couch ! . 
. Fhil, Methobght the found ' • " 
Cf dillant uproar chas'd aiFrighted flcep.- . • * . !. 

Areas, At intervals the oar's r.efounaing ftroke 
Crmes echoing from tlie main, bave thac. report,. 
A death-like uleiicc th^o' the ^idc exj^anfe 
Broods o'er the dreary coaft^ . . ■ 

ShiU Do thou refiie^ '/' 
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And feck repofe ; the duty.of thy w^itch 
Is now perform 'd; I take thy poft. 

Areas, How fares 
Your royal pris'ner ? . , ' 

PhiL Areas, (hall I own 
A fccret weaknefs ? My heart inward melts 
' To fee that fufFering virtue. On the earth. 
The cold, damp earth, the royal vidim lies ; 
And' while pale famine drinks his vital fpirit. 
He welcomes death, and fmiles himfelf to reft. 
Oh I would I could relieve him ! Thou withdraw j^ 
Thy wearied nature claims repofe ; and now 
The watch is mine. 

Jrcas, May no alarm difturb thee. ' [Exiitf 

Fhil. Some dread event is lab'ring into birth. 
At dofe of day the fullen tkv held forth 
-Unerring fignals. — With difaftrous. glare 
THfc moon's full orb rofe crimfon'd o'er with blood ; 
And lo ! athwart the gloom a falling ftar 
Trails along trad of fire!— ; — ^ What daring ftep 
Sounds on the flint) rock ? !- tand there ; what ho ! 
Speak, *ere thou dar'fl advance. 

Enter Euphrafia, fwith a lantern /« her hand* 

Eufh. Thou need 'ft not fear] 
It is a friend approaches. 

Phil, H a ! what mean 
Thofe plaintive notes ? 

EupL Here is no ambufli'd Greek, 
No warrior to furprize thee on the watch. 
An humb e fuppliant comes. — Alas, my ftrength 
Exhaufted auite forfakes this weary frame. 

PhiL What voice thus piercmg thro' the gloom of 

night 

What art thou ? Speak, unfold thy purpofe ; fay. 
What wretch, witn what intent, at this dead hour- 
Wherefore alarm 'ft thou thus our peaceful watch ? 

Etifb, Let no miftruft affright thee — Lo ! a wretch. 
The verieft wretch that ever groan'd in anguifh. 
Comes here to grovel on the earth before thee. 
To tell her fad, fad tale, implore thy aid. 
For fare the pow'ris thine, thou canft relieve 

My 
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My bleeding heart, and foften all ray woes. 

/*^//. Ha ! fure thofe accents — [/«/« /^ light from her^ 

Euph. J3cign to liflcn to rac» 

Phil. Enphrafia! 

Eufh. Yes ; the loft, undone Euphrafia ; 
Supreme in wrctchednefs ; to th' inmoft feiife,. 
Here in the quickeft fibre of the heart. 
Wounded, transfix'd, arid tortur'd to diftraftion. 

PhiL Why, princefs, thus anticipate the dawn ^ 
Still fleep and ulence wrap the weary world ; 
The ftars in mid career ulurp the pole ; 
The Grecian baads, the winds, the waves arc hulh'd j 
All things are mute around us ; all but you 
Reft in oblivious fl umber from their cares.. 

Euph, Yes ; all at peace ; I oaly wake to mifery^ 

PhiL How didft thou gain the fiimmit of the rock ? 

Euph. Give me my father ; here ypu hold him fettci'dl 
Oh ! give him to me ; — in the fond purfuit 
All pain and peril vanifh ; love and dirty 
Infpir'd the thought ; defpair itfelf gave couragcj 
1 clim'd the hard afcent ; with painhil toil 
Surmounted craggy cliffs afid pointed rocks ; 
What will not mifery attempt ? — If ever 
The touch of nature throbb*d within your breaft. 
Admit me to Evander; in thefe caves 
I know he pines in want ; let me convey 
Some charitable fuccour to a father, * 

Phil. Alasl Euphrafia, would I dare comply! 

Euph. Jt will be virtue in thee. Thou, likc'me^ 
Wert Ix^rn in Greece : — Oh ! by our common parent-* 
Kay ft ay ; thou ftialt not fly ; Phiiotas ttay— 
You have a father toi> ; — think, were his lot 
1 larv^ as K\ jinvior's, if by felon hands 
CV.ninM to the earth, with flow-contuming pangs 
He folt iV.arp want, and with an :Uking eye 
Implor'd relief, yet cn:cl men dcny'd it, 
V vHjKVft thou not buri^ through rviamantine gates, 
'Hm^jgh walls and r^vks, to ta\e him r ThiSi, Phllota5> 
C^f ihv ownagcvl liwr, and pit)- mine. 
* IV ink of the ..oonics; a d.iu^hter feels. 
When ihi:^ a jMPcnt v .ints the common food. 
The botatcoui Lxi 02 u^iurc incaat fuf SlU. Thit^ 
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ThiL 'Twere beft withdraw thee, prin(;cfs5 thy aflift- 
Eyander wants not ; it is fruitlefs all i ^ [ancc 

Thy tears, thy wild entreaties are in vain. 

Euph. Ha !— thou haft murder'd him ! He is no more! 
I underftand thee ; — butchers, you have (hed 
The precious drops of life! ' vet, e'en in earthy 

• Let me behold him ; let a daughter clofe, 

« With duteous hand, a father's beamlefs eyes ; 

• Print her laft kiffes on his honoiir'd hand, * 

• And lay him decent in the (hroud of death/ 

Phii. Alas! diis frantic grief can nought avail a 
Retire; andfeek the couch of balmy fleep, 
-In this dead hour, this feafon of repofe. 

Euph, And doft thou then, inhuman as thou artj 
Advife a wretch like me to know repofe ? 
This is my laft abode: thefe caves, thefc rocks. 
Shall ring for ever with Euphrafia's wrongs : ^ 

All Sicily (hall hear nie ; yonder deep 
Shall echo back, an injur'd daughter's caufe; 
Here will I rave, and fljriek, and give ^ 

Thefe fcatter'd locks to all the palfling winds. 
Call on Evander loft j and, pouring curfcs. 
And cruel gods, and cruel ftars invoking. 
Stand on the cliff in madnefs and defpair. 

PhiL Yet calm this violence ; refled, Euphrafia, 
With what fevere enforcement Dionyfius 
Exafts obedience to his dread command. 
If here thou'rt found . 

Euph, Here is Euphrafia's maniion, \/aUs on thegmmdn 

Her fix'd eternal home . inhumaa favages. 

Here ftretch me with a father's murder'd corfe I 
Then heap your rocks, your mountains on ray head| 
^It will be kindnefs in you; I fhall reft 
Intomb'd within a parent's arms. 

Phil. ByHcav'n 
My heart in pity bleeds. 

Euph. Talk 'ft thou of pity? 
Yield to the gen'rous inftinft ; grant my pray'r ; 
Let my eyes view him, gaze their laft upon him. 
And (hew you have fome fenfe of human woe. 

£hil. Her vehemence of grief o'erpow'rs me quite. 

My 
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My hoHcft ji€?ir(; Qojidemns the barb'rous 4eed> 
And if I dare • 

Euph. And. if you dare ! Is that 

The voice of manhood? Honeft, if you dare I 

*Tis the flave*s virtue ! 'Tis the utmbit limit 

Of the bafe coward's honour — r-Nqt a wretch^ 

There's not a villain, not a tool of pow%. 

But, filence intereft, extinguifh fear. 

And he will prove benevolent to man. 

The gen'rous heart does more ; will dare do all 

That honour prompts. — How doft thou dare to mii^'der ?— 

Refpedl the gods, and know no other fear, 

PhiL Oh r thou haft conquered.— —^Yi?s;i ^uphiafia, goj^ 
Behold thy father 

Euph, Raife me, raife me up ; 
I'll bathe thy hand with tears, thou gen'roue man \ 

PhiL Yet fcarjc my words ; if a'light of nouHflinieitt 
Thou wouldft convey,^ my partners of the watch 
Will ne'er confcnt 

Euph, I will btferve your orders : 
On any terms, oh I let me^ fet me fee him. 

PhiL Yon lamp will guide thee thro' the cavern 'd" way. 

Euph, My heart runs o'er in thanks ; the pious aft 
Timoleon ftiall reward; the bounteous gods^ 
And thy own virtue, Ihall reward the eked. 

[Goes into the iove^ 

PhiL Prevailing, pow'rfuT virtue ! — Thou fubdu'ft 
The ftubborn heart, and mould'ft it to thy purpofe* 
Would I could fave tbcm ! — But tho' not for me 
■The glorious pow'rtofhelter innocence. 
Yet (or a moment to afluage its woes. 
Is the. belt fy mpathy, the pureft joy 
Nature intended for the heart of man. 
When thus fhe gave the fecial gen'rous tear, \^ExiU 

Scene the injide of the eavern^. 

Enter Areas and Euphrafia. 

j^rcns^ No ; on my life I dare not. 
Eifph, But a fmall 
A wretched pittance ; one poor cordial drop 

T« 
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To renovate exhaufted drooping age; 
1 ^{k no more. 

Areas, Not the fmalleft ftore 
Of fcantynourifhment muft pafsthcfe walk. 
Our lives were forfeit elfe : a moment's parley . 

Is all I grant ; in yonder cave he lies. \ 

E<vander [njoithin the cell,] Oh! ftruggling nature! let 
thy conflid end. 
Oh ! give me, give me reft. 
Euj)h. My father's voice ! 
It pierces hete ! it cleaves my very heart ! 
I fhall expire, and ne^er fee him more. 

Areas, Repofe thee, princefs, here, \dranu5 a c(iucl,'\ 
here reft thy limbs. 
Till the returning blood (hall lend thee firmnefs. 

Euph, The caves, the rocks, re-echo to his groans : 
And is there no relief .^ 

Arms, All r can grant 
You (hall command. — I will unbar the dang;eon,, 
Unloofe the chain that binds him to the rock. 
And leave your interview without reftraint. 

\Opetii a cell in ihehacJifcene^ 
Euph, Hold, hold, my heart ! Oh! how (hall I fuftaia 
The agonizfing fcene ? {r'tfes] I muft behold him ; 
Nature, that drives me bn, will lend me force. 
Is that his maftiibn ? 

^rf<2x."'Take ybur laft farewell. 
His vigour feems'rtot. yet exhaiifted q[uite. 
y ou,muft ' be^brief, 'or rain will enfue. \Exttm 

E^an, {rciijing hifTifelfyOhX when (hall I get free ? — - *■ 

Thefe ling'ring^pangs — 

Enph, Behold, ye p6w*xs, that fpeftacle of woe! 
E^van, Difpatch me, pitying gods, and fave my child ! 
I burn, I burn! alas J iio place of rdf! [^Ri/es and comes onK 
A little air ; once more la breath of air; 
Alas! 1 faint] I die. 

Euph, Heart-piercing iight ! 

Let me fupport yoi:^, S^r!.r;M , ., « 

Evan. Oh, lend }P5tii' arfti.— ^ 

Whoe'er thou art, I thank th^e — -That kind breeze 
C^mq gently o'er my fenfes IJt'dA ne forward.—— 
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And is there left one charitable hand - 
To reach its fucconr to a wretch like me ? 

Et^, Well may'll thou aik it. Ohl my breaking heart! 
The nand of death is on him. 

E<vafr. Still a little, 
A little onward to the air condu^ me ; 
■Tit well ! — I thank thee ; thou art kind and good» 
And much I wonder at this gen'rous pity. 
Eufh, Do you not know me. Sir ? 
E'varr* Methinks 1 know 

Tliat voice art thou alas ! my eyes are dim ! 

Each objed fwims before me No, in truth 

I do not know thee. 

Eu/fh, Not your own Euphrafia ! 

E'van, Art thou my daughter ? 

Euph, Oh ! my honour'd Sire ! 

E'van, My daughter ! my Euphrafia ! come to clofc 

A father's eyes ! Giv*n to my laft embrace ! 

Gods ! do I hold her once again ? Your mercici 

Are without ndmber [falls en the couch,'] 

This excefs of blifs 

O'erpow'rs — it kills — 'Euphrafia — could I hope it? 
* I die content' » Art thou indeed my daughter ? 
Thou art — My hand is moiften'd with thy tears — -• 

I pray you do not weep — thou art my child 

I thank you, gods ! —in my lafl: dying moments . 
You have not left me — I would pour my praifc;— — 
You read my heart-7-you fee what paiTes there^ 

Euph^ Alas ! he faints ; the gufhmg tide of tranfport 

Bears down each feeble fenfe Reftore him. Heaven! 

E'van, All, my Euphrafia, all will foon be well. 
Pafs but a moment, and this bufy globe. 
Its thrones, its empires, and its buftling millions^ 
"Will feem a fpeck in the great void of fpace» 
Yet while I Hay, thou dafling of my age- 
Nay, dr>' thofe tears— *—^ 
£u/>h I will; my father. 
E'uaft, Where, 
I fear to aflc it, where is virtuous Phocioa ! 
Eufh. Fled from the tvrant's pow**. 
E'van, And left thee here 
jExfOs'dand helplefs? Jjhd/i^ 
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EufL He is all truth and honour : 
He fled to fave my child. 

£vatt. My young Evander ! 
Your boy is fafe, Euphrafia ? — Oh ! my heart! . 
Alas I quite gone ; worn out with mifery ; 
Ohi weak, decay *d old man 1 • ^ 

Fufh. Inhuman wretches ! 
Will none relieve his want ? — A drop of water 
Might fave his life ; and ev'n that's deny'd him.' 

Evan. Thefe ftrong emotions — Oh! that eager air-^ 
It is too much — Aflilf me; bear me hence ; 
And lay me down in peace. 

Euph. His eyes are fix'd ! 
And thofe pale quiv'ring lips !-— He clafps my hand— 
What, fto afliftance ! — Monfters, will you thus 
Let him expire in thefe wea^ feeble arms ? 
E»ter Philotas. 

Fhi'I. Thofe wild, thofe piercing (hrieks will give the 
alarm. 

Xuf^. Support him ; bear him hence ; 'till all I a(k. 

MiMUi. [as ^e is carried qf\ Olieath! where art thou ? 
—Death, thou dread of guilt. 
Thou wifh of innocence, affli^on's fnend, ' , 

Tir'd nature calls thee— Come, in mercy come. 
And lay me pillow'd in eternal reft. 
My child — where; art thou ? Give me— reach thy hand-^ 
Why doft thou weep ? — My eyes are dry — Alas ! 
<^ite parch'd— my lips— quite parch'd — tiiey cling-— 
together. 

* £ufL Now judge, ye Pow'rs, in the whole round of 
* time. 
• If e'er you view'd a fcene of woe like this.* [Exeunt* 

Enter Areas. 

Jrcas. The grey of mom breaks thro* yon eaftern clouda. 
•Twere time this interview (hould end ; the hour ^ 
Now warns Euphrafia hence : what man coiild dare, 
i have indulg'(f--Philotas ! — ha! the cell • 
Left void!— Evander gone ? — What may this mean ? 

jPhilotas, fpeakt 

Enter Philotas* 

TbiL Oh! yiledeteftedlot 

Hext 
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Here to obey the favagc tyrant's will. 
And murder virtue, that can thus behold 
It's executioner, Tuid fmik upon him. 
Tliat piteous light ! 

Jrcas. She muft \Cithdraw, Fhilotas, ^ 
Delay undoes us both. The reftlefs main 
Glows with the blufh of day. Tiraoleon's fleet. 
That pafs'd the night in bufy pieparation. 
Makes from the fhore. On die nigh craggy poixit 
Of }'Dnder jutting eminence 1 mark'd 
Theirliaughty dreamers curling to the wind. 
He feeks Hamilcar's fieet. The briny deep 
Shall foon be dy'd with blood. The fierce alarm 
Will rouze our flumb'ring troops. Tlie time reqnireSt 
Without or further paufe or vain excuie^ 
That (he depart this moment. 

FliL'AKas, yes J -. 
My voice (hall warn her of th' approaching danger. {^Exitw 

Arcas^ Wouki fhe had ne'er adventur'd to our gaanU 
I dread th' event ; and hark I — the wind conveys 
In clearer found the uproar of the main. 
The fates prepare new havoc j on th' event 
Depends the fate of empire. Wherefore thus 
Delays Euphrafia r — fta ! what means, Philotas^ 
That fudden hafte, that pale diforder'd look ? 
Enter Fhilotas. 

Phil. O! I can hold no^more ; at fuch a ii^t 
Ev'n the hard heart of tyranny would melt 
To infant foftnefs. Areas, .go, behold 
Tlie pious fraud of charity and love ; 
Eehold that unex;mipledgoodne(s; fee • 
111' expedient (harp neceifit}' has taught her ; 
1 hj' heart will bum, will melt, will yearn, to Yic# 
A child like her. 

Areas. H^ ! — &y what myftery 
Wakes thefe emotions ? 

Pbih Wonder-working virtue! 
The father fofter'd at his daughter's bread ! m 
O ! filial piety !— The milk defign'd ' 

For her own oflfsprine, on the parent's lip 
Allays the parching tever* 

MrCMH 
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Areas. That device 
Mas (he then form'd, eluding all our care. 
To minifter relief^ 

Phil On the bare earth 
Evander lies ; and as his languid pow'rs 
Imbibe with eager third the kind refreftiment. 
And his looks fpeak unutterable thanks, 
Euphrafia views him with the tend'reft glance* 
Ev'n as a mother doating on her child. 
And, ever and anon, amidft thefniiles s 

Of pure delight, of exquifite fenfation, 
A filent tear fteals down ; the tear of virtue. 
That fweetens grief to rapture. All her laws 
Inverted quite, great Nature triumphs ftilL 

Areas. The taJe unmans my foul. 

Fhih Ye t}*rants, hear it. 
And learn, that. While your cruelty prepares 
Unheard-of torture,, virtue can keep pace 
With your worft efforts, and can try new modes 
To bid men grow enamour'd of her charms. 

Areas Philotas, for Euphrafia, in her caufc 
I now can hazard all. Let us preferve 
Her father for her. 

FhiU Oh \ her lovely daring 
Tranfcends all praife. By Heav'n, he (hall not die» 

Areas, And yet we muft be wary 1 1*11 go forth. 
And firft explore each avenue around, 
LWl the fix'd centinel obllrudl your purpofe. \Exk* 

Phil. I thank thee. Areas ; we will adl like men 
Who feel another's woes — She leads him forth, > 

And tremblingly fupports liis drooping age. 

\Goes to ajfifi kim 
£»/^r Euphrafia /7«// Evander. ^ 

E'vaft. Euphrafia, oh! my child! returning life 
Glows here about my heart. Condu6l me forward-* 
At the laft gafp preferv'-d! Ha ! dawning light! 
Let me behold ; in faith I fee thee now ; 
I do indeed : the father fees his child. 

EufL I have reliev'd him — Oh ! the joy's too great s 
'Tis fpeechlefs rapture. ! 

M'vofg, Bleiltdgs, ble(fings on thee! 
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Sufih. My father ftill ihall live. Alas ! Philotat^ 
'Could I abandon that white hoary head. 
That venerable form ? — Abandon him 
To perilh here in mifery and famine ? 

Fhil Thy tears, thou miracle of goodnefs. 
Have triumph'd o'er me ! Thefe round guihine dropt 
Atteft your conqueft. 'I'ake him, take your tather.; 
Convey him hence : \ do releafe him to you. 

Evan- What faid Philotas ! — Do I fondly dream ? 
Indeed my fenfes are imperfeft ; yet 
Methought I heard him ! Did he fay releafe me? 

Phi/, Thou art my king, and now no more my pris'ncr:; 
Go with your daughter, with that wond'rous pattern 
Of filial piety to alter times. 
Yes, princeis, lead him forth ; I*II point the path, 
Whofe foft declivity will guide yo'jr fteps 
To the deep vale, which thefe o'erhangmg rocks 
Encompafs round. You may convey him thence 
To fome fafe fhelter. Yet a moment's paufe ; 
I muft conceal ybur flight from ev'ry eye. 
Yes, I will fave 'em — Oh ! returning virtue ! 

• How big with joy one moment in thy fervice! 

• That wretched pair !' I'll perifti in their caufe. [Exit^ 

E'van. Whither, oh! whither (hall Evandcr go ? 
I'ifi at the goal of life ; if in the race 
Honour has follow'd with noling'ringftep. 
But there fits fmiling with her laurel 'd wreath. 
To crown my brow, there would I fain make hak« 
And not inglorious lay me down to reft. 

Eu/>h, And will you then rcfufe, when thus the gods 
Afford a refuge to thee ? 

£%'a7i\ Oh ! my child. 
There is no refuge for me. 

Euph, Pardon, Sir : 
Euphrafia 'scare has form'd a fafe retreat; 
There may'ft thou dwell ; it will not long be wanted ; 
. Soon fhall Timoleon, with reiifllefs force, 
Burft yon devoted walls. 

Enjan, Timoleon ! 

Ejtph. Yes, 
The brave Timoleon, with thepow'r of Greece; 

AnotJitr 
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Another day ihall make the city his 

E*uan. Timoleon come to vindicate mv right! f 
' Oh I thou (halt reign in Sicily ! — My child '• 

Shall grace a father s throne. Indulgent Heav'n I 
Pour down your bleflings on this beff of daughter* 5 ^ 
To her and Phocion give Evander*s crown 5 
Let them, oh ! let them both in virtue wear it. 
And in due time tranfmit it to their boy I 
Enter Philotas. 

PM, All things are apt ; — the drowfy centindl 
Lies hulh'd in fleep ; I'll marlhal thee the wa/ 
Down the ileep rock. 

EufiJIf, Oh I let us quickly hence. 

E'vaa, The blood but loiters in thefe frozen veiiii; 
Do you, whofe youthful fpirit glows with life. 
Do you go forth, and leave this mould'ring corpfe* 
To me had Heav'n decreed a longer d^tc. 
It ne'er hadfuffer'd a fell monfter s reign. 
Nor let me fee the carnage of my people, 
Farewel, Euphrafia ; in one lov'd embrace 
To thefe remains pay the laft obfeguies. 
And leave me here to fink to filent dull. 

Eu/A. And will you then, on felf-deftruftion bent, 
Rcjedl my pray'r, nor truft your fate with me ? 

E'vaft. Truft thee I Euphrafia? Trult in thee, my child I 
Tho' life's a burden I could well lay down. 
Yet I will prize it, fince beftow'd by thee. 
Oh ! thou art good ; thy virtue foars a flight 
For the wide world to wonder at ; in thee. 
Hear it all Nature, future ages hear it. 
The father finds a parent in his child. [Exeunt^ 



ACT IIL 

Scene a rampart near the harbour* 

Enter Melanthon and Philotas, 
Melan. AND lives he ftill ? 

jt\,Phil, He does; and kindly ali»eBt 
Renews the fprings of life, 

B % A§eU. 
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Melan. And doth he know 
The glorious work the deftinies prepare ? 

Phil. He is informed of all. 

Melan. Thai Greek Timoleon 
Comes his-deliverer, and the fell M^xxijpti 
Pants in the la ft extreme ? 

Fhil. The glorious tidings 
Have reach 'd his ear. - * 

Melon, Lead on, propitious Pow'r, 
Your great dcfign ; fecond the Grecian arms. 
And whelm the fons of Carthage in the deep. 

FhiL This hour decides their doom ; and, lo ! Euphrafia 
Stands on the jutting rock, that rock, where oft 
Whole day8-(he fat in penfive forrow fix'd. 
And fwell'd with dreaming tears the reftlefs deep. 
There, now with other fentiments elate. 
She views Timoleon with viftorious prow 
Glide thro' the waves, and fees the fcatter'd navy 
iOf Carthage fly before him, 

Melan. Bleft event! - . 

Evander, if thpu mock'ft me not, (hall Iiv« 
Once more to fee the juftice of the gods. '. 

But wilt thou ftill protect my royal mailer ? 
Wilt thou admit me to his wJlh'd-for prefence? 

PhiL Let it fuffice that no affaflin's aim 
Can now aflault him. I muft henoe, Melftnthon, 
I now muft mingle with the tyrant's train. 
And, with a femblance of obfequious duty. 
Delude fufpicibn's eye — My friend, farewel. [Exfu 

Melafu If he deceive me net with fpecious hopes, 
I (hall behold thefov'reign, in whofc fervice 
Thefe temples felt the iron cafque of war. 
And thefe white hairs have filver'd o'^ myhead. 

Evtfr Euplwafia. 
^ * Euph, ^ee there ; behold 'em ; lo ! the fierce encounter; - 

• He rufhes on ; the ocean flames around ' 

• With the bright fiafh of arms ; the echoing hills 

• Re-bellow to the roar. 

* Melan. The gods are with us, 

• Ani viiflory is ours^ 

• Euph. High ontheflern 

• The Grecian leaders (land ; they ftcm the furge; 

• Launch'* 
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* Launched from their arm the miffive lightnings fly^ 

* And the Barbaric fleet is wrapt in fire. 

* And lo ! yon bark, down in the- roaring gulph;. 

* And there, more, more arc pcrilhing — Behold I 

* They plunge for ever loft, 

* Metan^ So perilh all, 

* "Who from yon continent unfurl'd their fails^ 

* To (hake the freedom of this fea^girt ifle! 

« Et4ph, Did I not fay, Melanthon, did I not 

* Prefage the glories of Timoleon's triumph ; 

* Where now are Afric's fons ? The vanquilh'd tyrant 

* Shall look aghaft ; his heart Ihall flirink appall'd, 

* And dwad his malefa^ons ! Worfe than famine, 

« Defpair (hall faften on him I — ' , [Exit Mclaai- 

Ef/ter Dionyfius, Philotaa, £ifr.. 

DioH, Bafe deferters ! 
Curfc on their Punic faith! Did they once dare 
To grapple with the Greek ? Ere yet the main 
Was ting'd with. blood, they turn'd their (hips avcrfc, ^ 
May ftonnsand tempefts foHow in their rear,. 
Ani da(h their fleet upon* the Libyan (hore L 
Enter Calippus. 

Calip, My liege, Timoleon where the harbour cpcirt* 
Hasftorm'dthe forts,, and ev'n now his fleet 
Purfues itscourfe, and (leers athwart the bay. 

Dioff, Ruin impends ; and yet, if fall it muft^ 
I bear a mind to meet it, undifmay'd,, 
Unconquer'd ev'n. by Fate. 

Calip. Through ev'ry ftreet 
J)efpairand tei;ror fly.. A panic fprcads 
From man to man,, and fuperftition fees 
Jove arm'd with thunder, and the gods agaihft us* 
. Z)/i!7«. With facred rites their wrath mud be appeai'd. • 
Let ii\ftant viAims at the altar bleed ; 
Let incenfe roll its fragrant clouds to Heav'n, 
And pious matrons, and the virgin train. 
In (low proceijion to the temple bear 
The image of their gods. 

* Eupb, Ha! — Does the tyrant 

* Dare with unhi\llow*d (Icp, with crimes and guilty 

* Approach the facjred fane ! — Alas ! ^ny, father, 

B 3 ' Whcic 
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• Where now thy fanftuary ? — Wh»t place (hall hide 

•' Thy perfecuted virtue ? [^Jt^e] "• 

« D/'ofi, Thou, Euphrafia, 

• Lead forth the pious band. Thif very moment 

• Iffuc our orders. 

* Eu^h. With confenting heart 

• Euphraiia goes to waft her pray'rs to Hcav'n.' [£xifi 
Dion, The folemn facrifice, the virgin throng* 

Will gain tlie popular belief, and kindk 

In the fierce foldiery religious race. 

Away, my friendi, prepare the iolcmn pomp. 

[Exit CaHpput, tf<« 
Philotas, thou draw near ; how fares you? prifoner f 
Has he yet breath'd his laft ? 

PhiL Life ebbs apace ; 
To-morrow's fun fees him a breathlefs corfe. 

Dion, Curfe On his ling'ring pangs I Sicilia's crowA ' 
No more ihall deck his brow ; and if the fand 
Still loiter in the glafs^ diy hand, my friend. 
May fhake it thence. ' 

Fhil. It Ihall, dread Sir; that talk 
Leave to thv faithful fcrvant. 

Dion. OhlPhilotas, 
Tliou little know 'ft the cares, the pangs of empire. 
The er mi n'd pride, the purple that adorns 
A conqueror's breaft, but ferves, my friend, to hide 
A heart that's torn, that's mangled with remorfe. 
Each objeft round me wakens horrid doubts ; 
The flatt'ring train, the centinel that guards me. 
The flave that waits, all give fome new alarm. 
And from the means of fafety dangers rife. 
Ev'n viiftory itfelf plants anguilh here. 
And round ipy laurels the fdl ferpent twines. 

Phil,, Would Dionyfius abdicate his crOwn, 
And fue for terms of peace ? 

Dion, Detefted thought ! 
No, though ambition teems with countlefs ills. 
It ftill has charms of pow'r to fire the foul. 
Though horrors multiply around my head, 
I will oppofe them all. The pomp of facrificc 
Sut now ordaia'd, i^ mockery to Heav'n. 

'Til 
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nris vain, ^tis froitlefs ; then let daring guilt 

Be my Wpirer, and confummate all. 

Where are thofc Greeks, the captives of my fword,. 

Whofe defp'rate valour rufh'd within our walls^ * * 

Fough't near our perfon, and the pointed lance 

Aim'd at my brcaft } 

Phil. In chains t\\Qy wait their doom* 

Dion, Give me to ifce *em ; bring the flave* before mc; 

PhiL What, ho I Melanthon, thia way lead youf pr£<^ 
foners. 
^ EkUr Melanthon, *with Greek officen anifQldiers^ 

Dhtt. AflalTtns and not warriors I do ye come* 
When the wide range of battle claims your fword^ 
Thus do you come a^ainft a fmsle life 
To_wage the war ? Did hot our buckler ring 
With all vouT darts in one collcd^ed volley 
Shower'd on my head ? Did not your fwords at onct- 
?bint at ray brcaft, and thirft for regal blood ? 

Gf^ek Of We fought thy life, I am by birth a Greek ^ 
An. open foe, in arms, I meant to flay 
7 he foe of human kind. — With rival ardour j 

We took the field j one voice, one mind, one heart ; 
" AU leagu'd, all covenanted ; in yon camp 
^irita there arc who aim, like us,, at glory.. 
Vvhene'cr you ially forth, whene'er tlie Greeks 
Shall fcale your walls, prepare thee to encounter 
A like aflault. By me the youth of Greece 
Thus notify the war they mean to wage. 

Dion, Thus tnen f warn them of my great revenge j. 
Whoe'er in battle (hall become our pris'ncr. 
In torment meets his doom.. 

Greek Of. Then wilt thou fee. 
How vile the body, to a mind that pants 
For genuine glory. Tviice three hundred Greeks 
^ Have fwom, like us, to hunt thee through the ranks;. 
Ouri the firft lot ; we've fail'd : on yander plain 
Appear in arms the faithful band will meet thee. 

Dion- Vile flave, no more. Melanthon, drag *em hencC' 
To die in mifcry. Impal' J alive 
The winds fhall parch theiri on the craggy cliff,. 
Scle^d irom^the reft . let onei depart 
. . B 4r . A^xirf.- 
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A mcflenger to Greece, to tell the fate 

Her chofen fons, Fier firft adventurers, met. [Bxl^» 

Melan. Unhappy men ! how fhall my care protcft 
Your forfeit lives? — Phi lotas, thou coilduft them 
To the deep dungeon's gloom. ' In that recefs, 
*Midft the tumult of eventful war. 
We may ward off the blow. My friends, farewcl ; 
That officer will guide your fleps. 

Pho. Difeuis'd 
Thus in a ioldier's garb he knows me not. 
Melanthon ! — - 

Melon. Ha ! — Thofe accents ! — Phocion here ? 

Fho. Yes, Phocion here \ Speak, quickly tell me» fiijr 
How fares Euphrafia ? 

Melon. Ha! beware;— Philotas, 
Condud thefe prisoners hence ; this foldier here 
Shall bear the tidings to Tinxdeon's camp. 

[Jll follow Philotas, except Phociox^ 

Pha^ Oh I fatisfy my doubts; how fares Euphrafia? 

Melon. Euphrafia lives, .and fills the anxious momentt 
"With ev'ry virtue. — Wherefore venture hither ? 
W hy with rafh valour penetrate our gates? 

Pho. Could I refrain ? Oh ! could I tamely wait 
Th' event of lingering war ? With patience count 
The lazy-pacing hours, while here in Syracufc 
Tiie tyrant keeps all that my heart holds dear ? 
For her dear fake, all danger finks before me ; 
For her I burit the barriers of the gate. 
Where the deep cavern 'd rock affords a pafTagc. 
A hundred chofen Greeks purfu'd my fleps; 
We forc'd an entrance ; the devoted guard 
Fell viftims to our rage ; but in that moment 
Down from the walls (Superior numbers came. 
Ihe tyrant l^d them on. We ru(h*d upon him, ^ 

If we could reach his heart, to end the war. 
But Heav'n thought otherwife. Melanthon, fay, 
I fear to afk it, lives Evander flill ? 

Milan, Alas, he lives imprifon*d in the rock. 
Tliou mufl withdraw thee hence. Regain once more 
Timoleon's camp/, alarm his flumb'ring rage : 
Alfail the walls : thou with tliy phalanx fecK 

The 
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The fubtertancous path ; that way at night , 
The Greeks may enter, and let in deftrudion 
Td the great work of vengeance. 

Tho. Would'ft thou have mc 
► Bafely retreat, while my Euphrafia trembles 
Here on the ridge of peril ? She perhaps 
May fall unknown, unpitied, undiftingui(h*d 
Amidft the gen'ral carnage ! Shall I leave her 
To add that beauty to the purple heap ? 
No ; I will feek her in thefe walls accurft, 
Ev'h in the tyrant's palace ; fave that life, 
My only fource of joy, that life, whofelofs 
"Would make all Greece complotterin a murder^,. 
And damn a righteous caufe- 

Melan. Yet hear the voice 
Of fober age. Should Dionyfus* fpies ' 
Detedl thee here, ruin involves us all ; 
'Twere beft retire, and feek Timoleon's tents ;. 
Tell him, difmay and terror fill the city ; 
Ev'n now in' Syracufe the tyrant's will 
Ordains with pomp oblations to the eods* 
His deadly hand ftill hot with recent blood,. 
The monfter dares approach the facred altar. 
Thy voice may roule Timoleon to th* afTault^. 
And bid him ftorm the w6rksw 
. Bho. By Heav'n I will. 

My breath fhall wake his rage. This very night;, 
When fleep fits heavy on the flumb'ringcity. 
Then Greece unlheaths her fword, and great revenge"> 
Shall ftalk with deadi and horror o'er the ranks 
Of flaughter'd troops, i facrifice to freedom !- 
But firft let me behold Euphrafia* 

MelaMi Hufli 
Thy pent-up valour: to a fecret haunt 
ni guid^ thy fteps.; there dweU, and in apt drafe 
rU bring Euphrafia to thy longing armsv 

Pho. Wilt thou ? 

Melan. By Heav'n I will : another afl 
-©f defp<Tate fury might endanger all. 
The tyrant sbufy guards are polled round; 
la filpnce follow : thou (halt fee Euphraiiav 
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Pho. Oh ! lead me to her ; that exalted virtue 
With firmer nenc ftiall bid me grafp the javelin ; 
Shall bid my fword, with more than lightning's (Wiftaeis, 
Bfaze in the front of war, and glut its rage 
"With blows repeated in the tyrant's veins. [£jmMfe 

Sc^e a temple^ ijoith a mwument in the midMe. 
Enter Euphraiia, Erixene, and other ftm^ile attendants. 

Euph. This way, my virgins, this way bend your ffaeps. 
Lo ! the fad fepulchre w here, hears'd in death. 
The pale, remains of my dear mother lie . 
There, while the viftims at yon altar bleed. 
And with your pray 'rs the vaulted roofrefounds. 
There let me pay the tribute of a tear, 
A weeping pilgrim o'er Eudocia's afhes. 

Erix, I'orbear, Euphrafia, to renew your forrows. 

Euph, My tears have dry'd their fource ; then let mc KcfC 
Pay this fad vifit to the honour'd \ lay 
That moulders in the tomb. Thefe facred viands 
ril burn, an offering to a parent's (hade. 
And fprinkle with this wine the hallpw'd mould. 
That duty paid, I will return, my virgins. 

[She goes into the tomh^ 

Erix. Look down, propitious Pow'rs I behold that virtue. 
And heal the pa^gs that defolate her foul. 
Enter Philotas. 

PhiL Mourn, mourn, ye virgins ; rend your fcattcr*d gar- 
ments ; 
Spme dread calamity hangs o'er our heads. 
In vain the tyrant would appeafe with facrific'e 
Th' impending wrath of ill-requited Hcav'a. 
Ill omens hover o'er us. At the altar 
The viclim dropt, ere the divining feer 
Had gor'd his knife. The brazen ftatues trembled. 
And from the marble Ato\ts of blood didilJ'd. 

Erix, Now, ycj :ft gods, if vcageanceyou prepare^ 
Kow find the guilty head. 

PhiL Amidlt the throng 
A matron labours with th' infpiring god ; 
She darts, fi;e raves, and with no -mortal found 
, Proclaims aloud, •• Where, Phoebus, am 1 borne*; 
«* I f«c dieir glittering fpcars ) I fee them charge ; 

*' BelloMi 
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** Bcllona wades in blood ; that mangled 1jody, 
^ ** Dcform*d with wound?, and wclt'ring in its gore^ 
•* I know it well ; Oh ! clbfe the fccnc ; 
•' Relieve me, Phoebus, I have fecn too much/* 

Erix» Alas! I tremble for Evander's fate;. ' • 
Avert the omen, gods, and guard his life.. 

Enter Euphrafiayr^?^ the tomb* 

Euph. Virgins, I thank you — Oh ! more lightly now 
My heart expands ; the pious aft is done. 
And I have paid my tribute to a parent. \Exiti Erik. ^C^ . 
Ah ! wherefore does tlie tyrant bends this way ? 

Phil, He flies the altar, leaves the ua.inifh'd rites.. 
No god there fmiles propitious en hts caufe. 
Fate lifts the awful balance ; weighs Sis life. 
The lives of numbers, in the trembli ; fcale. , 

Ertjth, Defpair and horror markliib haggard looks^. 
His wild, diforder'ddep — rHe rufhes foroi ! 
Some new alarm demands him ! — Ev*n now 
He ifliies at yon portal I — liO ! fee there. 
The fuppliant croud <iifperfes ! Wild with fear,.' 
Diftraftion in each look, the wretched throng 
Pours thro' the brazen gates ! — * Do you retire '*.\ 
Retire, Phi lotas : let me here remain. 
And give the moments of fufpcnded fate 
To pious worfhip and to filial love, - 

Phil. Alas ! 1 fear to yield :— awhile Iirieave thee, ■ m 
And at the temple's entrance wait thy coming. [Extt^ 

Euph. Now then, Evander, now thou may 'ft indulge 
The pu reft ecftacy of foul. Come forth,. 
Thou man of woe, thou man of cv'ry virtue^ 
Enter Evander yre/ff the monument. 

E'van, And doe^ the grave thus caft me up agalhv 
With a fond father's love to view thee ? Thus 
To mingle rapture in a daughter's arms ? 

Euph, How fares my father now ? 

Evan. Thy aid, Euphrafia, 
Ha^giv'n new life* Thou from this vit^lftrcam^ 
Deri V 'ft thy being ;^ with unheard-of duty 
Thou haft repaid it to thy native fource. . . - 

Euph. Sprung from Evander, if a little portion , 
pfjkll his gooda$f$ dwell mthin 'my kcart> 

Tlii9«." 
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Thou wilt not wonder. 

E'vau. Joy and wonder rife 
In mix'd emotions ! — Though departing henoe 
JVfter the ftorms of a teropeftuous life ; ^ 

Tho' I was entering the wilh'd-for port. 
Where all is peace, all blifs, and endlefs joy. 
Yet here contented I can linger ftill 
To view thy goodnefs, and applaud thy* deeds. 
Thou author of my life! — Did cvtx parent 
Thus call his child before ? — My heart's too full. 
My old fond heart runs o'er ; it aches with joy. 

Euph, Alas, too much you over-rate your daughter^ 
Kature and duty call'd me — ^Oh ! my father. 
How didft thou bear thy long, long luflTrihgs ? How 
Endure tiieii^barbVous rage? 

E'van. My foes but did 
^o this old frame, what Nature's hand muft do. 
In the worft hour of oain, a voice ftill whifper'd me, 
•* Rouze thee, Evanaer ; fclf-acquitting confcience 
♦• Declares thee blamelefs, and the gods behold thee.** 
I was but going hence by mere decay 
To that futurity which Phto. taught, 
*Where the immortal fpirit views the planets 
'•Roll rouiyi the mighty year, and, wrapt in blifs, 

• Adores «h' ideas of th* eternal min^. 

• ITiidier, oh ! thither was Evander going.' 
JBot thoa recairft me ;. thou I — 

' Eupb. Timoleon too 
Invited thee back to life. 

E'van, And does he ftill 
Ur^ on the fiege ? 

Eupb. His aftive genius comes 
To fcour^e a guilty race. The Funic fleet 
Half loft is fwallow'd by the roaring fea. 
The fliatter'd refufe feek the Lybian fhore> 
Td bear the news of their defeat to Carthage. 

Euan. Thefe arc thy wonders, Heav'n \ — Abroad, thy fpi* 
rit . 

Moves o'er the deep, and mighty fleets arevanifh'd. • 

Muph. Ha! — hark! — what ftoife i« that ? It comes this 
way? 

Some 
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Some bufy footftep beats the hallow 'd pavemcnti 
Oh! Sir^ retire !— Ye Pow'rs I— PhUotas I— ha ! 
Enter Phifotas* 

Fhil. For thee, Euphrafia, Dionyfius calls* 
Some new fufpicion goads him. At yon gate 
. I ftopt Calippus, as with eager hade 
He bent his way to feek thee. — Oh ! ray fovereigw. 
My king, my injured mafter, will you pardon 
The wrongs I've done thee ? \kneeh to EvOnden 

, E'van. virtue fuch as thine. 
From the fierce trial of tyrannic pow^ 
Shines forth with added liiftre. 

Phit. Oh! forgive 
My ardent zeal — there is no time to wafte. 
You muft withdraw- — Truft to your faithful friends,. 
Pafs but another day, and Dionyfius 
Falls from a throne ufurpM. 

Evan* But ere he pays 
The forfeit of his crimes, what ff reams of blood 
Shall flow in torrents round I Methinks I might 
Prevent this wafte of nature — I'll go forth. 
And to my people Ihew their rightful king. 

Euph. Banifh that thought. Forbear ; the ralh attempt 
Were fatal to our hopes. Opprefs'd, difmay'd. 
The people look aghaft, and, wan with fear,. 
None will-efpoufe your caufe. 

E'van. Yes, all will dare 
To aft like men; — their king \ I gave myfelf 
To a whole people. I made no referve ;. 
My life was their 's ; each drop about my heart 
Pledg'd to the public caufe; devoted tp it ; 
That was my compadi ; is the fubjeft's lefs ? 
If they are all debas'd, and willing flaves. 
The young but breathing to grow grey in bondage^ 
And the old finking to ignoble graves. 
Of fuch a race no matter who is king. 
And yet I will not think it ; no! my people 
Are brave and gen'rous ; I will truft their valour. {g'oin^ 

Euph. Yetftay; yet be advis'd. 

FhiL As yet, my liege, 
No pl^n is fix'd^ and no coxKerted meafure* 

T!ic 
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The fates arc Imfy : wait the v^ event. 
Traft to ray" truth and honour. Witnefs, gods. 
Here in the temple of Olympian Jore 
Phi lotas fwears— — — 

Evart* Forbear : the man like thee. 
Who feels the beft emotions of the heart. 
Truth, reafon, juftice, honour's fine excitements, 
A^ by tho(e laws, and ^ants no ojther fandion. 
* Eiifi. Again, th' alarm approaches ! Sure deftru^ion 
To thee, to all will follow ! — Hark ! a found 
Comes hollow murmuring thro' the vaulted ifle ! 

It eains upon the ear ! Withdraw, my father f 

All's loft if thou art fcen. 

PJji'L And lo I Calippus 
Darts with the lightning's fpeed acrofs the ifle ! 

E'^fa^^ Thou at the fcnate houfe convene my friends ; 
Melanthon, Dion, and their brave aflbciates. 
Will fli'ew that liberty has leaders ftilJ. 
Anon I'll meet them there. My child, farcwel ; 
Thou (halt direft me now. 

* EufJb Too cruel fate ! 

• The tomb is all the manfioh I can give ; 

• My mother's tomb 1'* 

Pkil You miirt be brief; th' alarm 
Each moment nearer comes ! Inev'ry found 
DeOrudion threatens, b a ! by Heav'n this way 
Calippus comes ! — Let me retard his fpccd. [Ex/t, 

Euph* \c9ming for-ward^ How my diftradled heart throbs^ 
. wild with fear ! 
What brings Calippus ? Wherefore ? Save me Heaven ! • . 
Enter Calippus. 

Calip, This lonely mufing in thefe drear abodes 
Alarms fufpicion ; the king knows thy plot tings. 
Thy lootea hatred to the ftate and him 
His fov 'reign will commands thee to repair 
This moment to his prefencei 

Enph, Ha ! what means 
The tyrant ? — 1 obey \Exit Calippus, ^^ and oh f ye Pow'r$, 
Ye minlilers of Heaven, defend my father ; 
Support his drooping age \ and when anon 
Avenging iullice (hakes her crimfon fteel, ' 

Oh I 
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Oh ! be the gravt at lead a place of reft. 

That from his covert m the hour of peace 

Forth he may come to blefs a willing people. 

And be your own juil image here on earth. [Extt» 
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Ef^er Melanihon utrd Philotas, 

Melaft* \ WAY ; no more ; pernicious, vile diffembler L 
XjL ^^'^' ^^^^'cforc this frantic rage ? 

Melan, Tnou canft not varnifla. 
With thy perfidious arts, a crime like this. v ' 

I climl>'d the rugged cliff; but oh ! thou traitor. 
Where is Evander ? Through each dungeon's gloom 
J fought the good old king — the guilt is thine ; 
May vengeance wait thee for it.! 

PhiL btill, Melanthonr, 
Let prudence guide thee. 

Melan, Thou haft plung'd thee down 
Far as the lowcft depth ofhell-born crimes : 
Thou haft out-gone all regifters of guilt : 
Beyond all fable hhft thou fmn'd, Philotas. 

PhiL By Heav'n thou wrong'ft me, 
Didft thou know, old man 

MelAn. Could not his rev'rend age, could n6t his virtue. 
His woes unnumbered, foftcn thee to pity ? 
Thou haft dcftroy'd my kii g! 

Ph)h Yet wilt thou hear aie ? 
Your king ftill lives. 

Melan. Thoii vile deceiver ! — Lives ! 
But where ? — ^Away ; no more ! I charge thee, leave me* 

Phil. V\'e have remov'd him to a place of fafety. 

Melan. Remov'd ! —Thou traitor! what daik privacy— • 
Why move him thence ? The dark afTaffin's ftab 
Has clos'd his days— calm, -unrelenting vill^tiii ! 
I know it all 

PM By ev'ry pow'r above, 
Evander lives ; in fafety Jives. Laft nighf , 
When in his dark embrace fleejp wrapt the wo.ld, 
Euphrafia caoiq, a fpcdaclQ ot woe ; 
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Dar*d to approach our guard, and with her tears^ 
With vehemence of griet- (he* touched my heart. 
I gave her father to her. 

Melan, How, Philofas ! 
If thou doft not deceive me ^ . 

Phil, No, by Heaven! 
By ty*ty pow'r above-* But hark ! thofenotcf 
Speak Dionyfius near — Anon, my friend,, 
I'll tell thee each particular^— Thy king 
IirTban while is fafe — But lo ! the tyrant comes f 
With guilt lik*e his I muft equivocate. 
And teach ev'n truth and honour to difTemble. 
Enter Dionyfius, Calippus, ^c, 

Dion, Away, each vain alarm ;. the fun goes down^ 
Nor yet Timoleon iffues from his fleet. 
There let him linger on the wave- worn beach; 
Here the vain Greek (hall find another Troy, 
A more than Hedor here. Tho' Carthage fly» 
Ourfelf — ftill Dionyfius here remains. 
Afld means the Greek to treat of terms of peace ? 
By Heav'n this panting bofom hop'd to meet 
His boafled phalanx on the embattled plain. 
And doth he now,, on peaceful councils bent, 
Difpatch his herald; — Let the flave approach^ 

Enter the Herald. 
Now-fpeak thypurpofe; whatdbth Greece impart ? 

Herald, Timoleon, Sir, whofe great renown in aniift» 
Is equall'd only by the fcfter virtues 
Of mild humanity that fway his heart. 
Sends me his delegate to offer terms. 
On which ev'n foes may well accord ; oit which 
The fiepceft nature, tho* it fpirn at juilice. 
May fympathize with his. 

Dion. Unfold thy royflery : 
Thou (halt be heard. 
- Herald. 'I he gen*rous leader fees. 
With pity fees, the wild deftruiflive liavock 
Of ruthleis war: he hath furvey'd around 
Tlic heaps of fiain that cover yonder field. 
And touched with gen'rous fcnfc of human woe, 
Weeps o'er his vidorici* 

Di9»% 
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Dhft, Your leader weeps! 
Then let the author of thofe illi: thou fpeak'ft of, 
Xct the. ambitious fador of dellruftion, ^ 

Timely retreat, and clofe the fcene of blood. 
A\' hy doth airrighted peace behold his ftandard 
Uprear'd in Sicily ? and wlierefore here 
Tne iron ranks of war : from which the (hepherd 
Retires' appaird, and leaves the blafted hopes 
Of half tne year, while clofer to her breall 
The mother clafps her infant ? h 

Herald. 'Tis not mine 
To plead Timoleon's caufe; not mine the ofEet 
Tojuftify the llrong, the righteous motives 
That urge him to the war : the only fcope 
My deputation aims at, is to fix 
An interval of peace, a paufc of horrori 
That they, whofe bodies on the naked (here 
Lie weltering in their blood, from either hoft 
May meet the laft fad rites to nature due> 
And decent lie in honourable zraves* 

Dioft. Go tell your leader,, nis pretexts are vain. 
Let him, with thofe that live, embark for Greece, 
And leave our peaceful plains : the mangled limb# 
Of thofe he murder'd, from my tender care 
Shall meet due obfequies. 

Herald, i he hero. Sir, 
Wages no war with thofe who bravely die. 
'Tis for the dead I fupplicate ; for tnem~ 
-We fue for peace ; and to the living too 
Timoleon would extend it; but the groans 
Of a whole people have unlheath'dhis fword. 
A fingle day will pay the funeral rites. 
To- 'morrow's fun may fee both armies meet 
Without hoftility, and all in honour ; 
You to inter the troops, who bravely fell ; 
We, on ou.r part, to give an humble fod 
To thofe who gain'd a footing on the ifle. 
And by their death have conquer'd. 

Dion, Be it fo ; 
I grant thy fuit : foon as. to-moriow's dawn 
Illume the world, the rage of wafting wai* 
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In viun f)udl ikirfl fv>r blood : * bat maxk my words i 

• If tSc n;rxt orient fun behv^Id yoo bcrc, 

• 'I'bat htHir tba!l iVif nK trrnMe in anns 

• IVItt^ Y<Ha pi;iur,» asvi k? icilfudion Ioofc«* 
Ths>« know%\ niy hu\ ^?rolYek a:::^! now faxcwcl* 

ScHvr otfttul officer co^mdud bim torih. [Exsi HcnM*^ 

By Hrjy'rt* tSf Gitt^i bath oficr*d to ray fwcMd 

An tafv j>peY ; a iWf i£c« to g^lut 

M>- gfrat i^^vifi^c* C;khpptt%% let ftch feUKrt 

TbJ» a^bt w*^n bJ» vtcariryi UatH totYft* 

*l1ut c<Y tbFf vk4ia« vri(h te£i>x«t;si itr^t^tfe* 

Ott tbe tt!^<ife«!\ieJk untV^jp^'s^ iVif . 

Qu)yraBi'4« a»i bcj^t ott f^^V^tki«» titg*^ 

iWoft^vfev ^tdA;cfcr w« may ^^ ll^ivia«oldl« 

Give lisf liftY^kn tt> tbt detcMtir! Scd« 

Aofi bv (tm ^:9jmiff bmir alt ia rausi. 

Afti kt l^«» »^6:| To«r ^a£a mi-u'^^ fetrit 

Ib*^.;^t»„ Wilts Kiryf^jnti:^ a» w CDfa*«i? 

iW^ .\A»iC her x^ ou.c ycewof* 4** PSL 

^3^5*? 3«ti ^jT^MiT^^ J !:^,*aj3i wurna^ ^oUSctm^ 
Alt n;.«? bsf tr4--';.v ^tf^i pn>,^:strar "x^ix:^ hffutm 
t« jf*>v Twm*^ 3I.I imrara .-<?!> muii: b<t:rj^f„ 

S^if*^j^ Wbac '.^viiiiwi c^u^ ^x-ri^s^^ if j^r!ina\pffdeai» J 
Ih.a, \|.^>iviKiu iuir incurrrwr^ and iii^xL 2iy tears. 

Iq W/KiK'' a»f!ivt.M;ii^ ativi vr^tKiiu his lixtr^ 
^ auttu4«: iiiUh iXxn quiO*. 
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Btiph. The righteous gods 
Have mark'd thy ways, and will in timC repay 
Juft retribution. , 

Dion, if to fee your father, 
If here to meet him in a fond embrace, 
Will calm thy bread, and dry thofc be fluteous teaers, 
A moment more yvill bring him to yourprcfcncc. 

Eu^L Ha ! lead him hither I — Sir, to move him nOW# 
Aged, infirm, worn out with toil and ycari— 
>io, let me fcek him rather— —If foft pity 
Has touched your heart, oh I fend me, fcod me to hlmt 

Phn. Controul thii wild aUrm ) with prudent can 
Philotai (hall conduA him } here I grant 
Tbt tender interview. 

Bufh. Difaftroui fateJ 
Ruin impends I— This will difcover all ! 
I'll periin firft ; proroke bis utmoft. rage. [^^A; 

'i ho' much I languilh to behold m/father, 
Yet now it were not fit— approachi#Jj night.—* 
At the firft dawn of dav 

Dioft. This night, tnis very hour. 
You both mud meet ; the time forbids dclajr. 
Together you may fervc the date and me. 
Thou fee'ft the havock of wide wafting war : 
And more, fu I well you know, arcftfll to bleed. 
Tliou may *ll prevent tlieirfatc, 

Euph, Oh I give the means. 
And I will ble{s thee for it. 

Dhn. From a Greek, 
Torments have wrung the truth. Thy hufband, Phocion-* 

Eufh, Oh I ' fay, fpeak of my Phocion ! 

Dion. He; 'tis he 
Hath kindled up this war : with treacherous arts \ 

•Inflam*d.the ftate of Greece, and now the traitor 
Comes with a foreign aid to wreft my crown. 

Euph. And does my Phocion ftiare 7 imoleon's glory ? 

Diort. With him invefls our walls, and bids rebellioB 
Ercft her ftandard here. 

Ettpbi Oh 1 blefs him, gods ! 
Vhcrc'cr my hero treads the paths of war, 

lift 
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Lift on his fide ; againft the hoftilc javelin. 

TJprcar his mighty buckler ; to hisfword 

Ixnd the fierce whirlwind's rage, that he may come 

M'ith wreaths of triumph, and with conqucft crown'd^ 

And his Eupl.rafia fpringwith rapture to him. 

Melt in lus arms, and a whole nation's voice 

Applaud my hero with a love like mine I _ . ^ 

bi(m. Ungrateful fair ! Has not our fov'rcign will 
On thy defcendants fix*d Sicilians crown ? 
Have I not vow*d protedlon to your boy ? 

Eu/>L From thee the crown I From thee I Euplirafia^'t 
cliildrcn 
^hallpn^ nobler bails found their rights; 
On their own virtue and a people's choice. 

Diott. Mifguided woman! 

Ek^h. Afk of thee proteftion ! 
The father's valour fl.all proic^ his boy, 

Dion. Ruih not on furcdeft?ud\ion! Ere too late 
Accept our pxoffcr'd grucc. Tlie terms are thcfc y 
Inftant fend forth amcflngeto yourhulhand;. 
Bid him draw off his Greeks ; unmoor his fleet, 
A id meafu re back his way. Full well he knows 
You and your father are my hoftagcs; 
And for his treafnn both may anfwer, 

Etiph. Think'ft thou then 
So meanly of my Phocion ?— Deft thcu deem him= 
Poorly wound up to a mere fit of \ alour, 
'f o melt away in a weak woman's tear ? 
Oh ! thou doi little know him : know'ft but little 
(Jf hrs exalteii foul With ^en'rous ardour 
.StilKwi!! he urge tho great, the glorious plan. 
And gain the cvcr-honoi:r\l )-jright reward, 
\^*hic:h fame int wines around the patriot's brow. 
And 1 ids for ever flourifti on his tomb. 
For Datlonsfico'd and tyrants laid in duft. 

Diet/. By Hcav'n, this night Kvr.ndcr brcatlics his laft^ 

Eupb, Better for him to link at cnce to rdt, 
Than linger thus, beneath the gr-pe of famine. 
In a vile dungeon fcoopM with barh'rous ikill 
Deep in the ftinty rock ;. a monument 
Oftliat fell malice and that black fufpicioa 

TJIat 
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That mark'd your father's reign : a dungeon drear 
Prepared for innocence ! Vice liv'd fecure ;' 
It flourilh'd, triumphed, gratefultohis heart ; 
' Twas virtue only could give umbrage; then. 
Id that black period, to be great and good 
Was a ftate cnme ; the powers of genius then 
Were a conftru6live treafon ! 

Dion Ha! beware. 
Nor, with vile calumny provoke my rage! 

Euph. Whateer was laudable, whatc'er was worthy. 
Sunk under foul oppreflion. Freeborn men 
Were torn in private from their houfehold gods, 
- Shut from the light of Heav'd in cavern'd cells, 
Chain'd to the grunfel edge, and left to pine 
^In bitterncfs of foul ; while in the vaulted roof 
The tyrant fat, and through a fecret channel 
Collefted ev'ry found ; heard each complaint 
Of martyr'd virtue ; kept a regiller 
Of fighs and groans by cruelty extorted ; 
Noted the honeft language of the heart ; 
Then on the vidims wreak'dhis murd'rous rage. 
For yielding to the feelings of their nature I 

Dion. Obdurate woman, obllinate in ill ! 
Here ends all parley ! Now your father's doom 
Is fix'd ; irrevocably fix'd : this night 
Thou Ihalt behold him, while inventive cruelty 
Purfues his wearied life through every nerve ! 
I fcorn all dull delay ! This very night 
Shall. fate my great revenge ! 

Euph, This night, pierhaps. 
Shall whelm thee down, no more to blaft creation^ 
My father, who inhabited with the dead. 
Now let me feek thee in the lonely tomb. 
And (remble there with anxious hope and fear. £xiu 

S:ene the injtde of the temple * 

JS^/ter Phocjon and MJafithon. 

Pho. Each ftep I move, a grateful terio* fhakcs 
My frame to diflblutioni 

MelartM 
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Melan. Summon all 
Thy wonted firmncfs. . In tliat dreary vault 
A living king is number'd with the dead! 
J'U take my pojd, near where the piUar'd ifle 
Supports the central dome, that no alarm 
Surprize you in the pious ad. [£; 

Pho. iChere 
They both are found ; if in Evander's arms 
Bnphrafia meets my fearch, the fates atone 
For all my fufferbgs^ all affliflions pall. 
Yes, I will feek them — ^ha ! — the gaping tomb 
Invites my fteps — now be propitious. Heaven ! 

\^He enters the tM 

Enter Euphrafia, 

Euph, All hail, ye caves of horror ! — In this gloom 
Divine content can dwell ; the heart-felt tear. 
Which, as it falls, a father's tremblmg hand 
Will catch, and wipe the forrows from my eye. 
Thou Power fupreme ! whofe all-pervadmg mind 
Guides this great frame of things ; who now behold' 

me. 
Who in that cave of deaih art full as perfedl 
As in the gorgeous palace, now, while night 
Broods o'er the world, I'll to thy facred ihrinc. 
And fupplicate thy mercies to my father. 
Who's there ? — Evander ? — Anfwer — Quickly fa y ■ ^ 

Enter Phocionyrw^r the tomb. 

Pho. What voice is that ? — Melanthon ! 

£«//&-^ Ha! thofe founds! — 
Speak of Evander ; tell me that he lives. 
Or loft Euprhafia dies ! 

Pho. Heart-fvvelling tranfport! 
Art thou Euphrafia '? — Tis thy Phocion, love ; 
Thy hu(band comes. 

Enpb, Support me! Reach thy hand ■ 

Pho. Once more I clafp her in this fond embrace ! 

E'lph. What miracle has brought thee tome ? 

Pho Love 
Urg'd me on, and guided all my ways! 

Euf 
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Euph. Oh! thou dear wanderer ! But wherefore Jiero, 
^Vhy in this place of woe ? — My tender little one. 
Say, is he fafe ? — Oh! fatisfy a mother; 
Spcakof my child, or 1 go wild at once; 
T eil rae his fate, and tell me all thy own ! 

Pbo Your boy is fafe, Euphrafia; lives to rdga 
In Sicily ? Timoleon's guardian care 
Protc^ls him in his camp. Difpel thy fears : 
The gods once more will give him to thv arms. 

Euph. My father lives lepulchred ere his time. 
Here in Eudocia's tomb. J ct me condud thccr— 

Pho* I came this moment then ce * 

Mttph, And faw Evander ? 

Phd. Alas! I found Him not ! 

P.Mpb. Not found him there! 
Have the fell murderers— Oh ! \/amts irwiff. 

PJfo, I've been too ralh ! Kevive, my love, revive! 
Thy Phocion calls ; the gods will guard Evander, 
And fare him to reward thy matchlefs virtue ! 

jp^/^;' Evander and Melanthoa. 

E'van. Lead me, Melanthon, guide my aged fteps : 
Where is he ? Let me fee him ! 

Pbo. My Euphrafia! 
Thy father lives; — Thou venerable man! 
£ehold ! 1 cannot fly to thy embrace ! 

Empb. Thefe agonies muft end me — Ah ! my father ! 
Again I have him ; gracious Fow'rs— Again! 
I clafp his hand, and bathe it tvith my tears! 

E'van. Euphrafia ! Phocion too ! Yes, both are here 
—Oh ! let mfe thus, thus ftrain you to my heart ! 

Pbo. Protefted by a daughter's tender car6. 
By my Euphrafia fav'd! 1 hat fweet refledioa 
Exalts the blifs to rapture ! 

Eupb. Why, my father. 
Why thus adventure forth ?— — The ftroug alarm 
O'crwhelm'd my fpirits! 

t^an. I w?nt forth, my child. 
When all was dark, and awful filence round. 
To throw me prollrate at the altar's foot. 

To 
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To crave the care of Heaven for thee and thine. 
Melanthon there 

Enter Philotas. 

Eupb, Philotas ! — - ha ! whjft means — 

Phii, Inevitable ruin hovers o'er you : 
The tyrant's fury mounts into a blaze 
Unfa'ted yet with blood, he calls aloud 
For thee, Evander ; ihee his rage hath order'A 
This moment to his prefence. 

E^van, Lead me to him : 
His prefence hath no terror for Evander. 

EupLWonorl k mull not be! 

PhiL No ; never, never : 

ril perifli rather ! But tlie time demands 

Our utaoft vigour : with the lightning's fpeed 
Decifive, i apid. With the fcorpion flings 
Of confcience lalh'd, defpair and horror feize him. 
And guilt but ferves to goad his tortur'd mind 
To blacker crimes. His policy has granted 
A day's fufpence from arms ; yet even now 
His troops prepare in the dead midnight hour. 
With bafe furprife, to ftorm Timoleon's camp. 

E'vart, And doth he grant a'falfe infidious truce. 
To turn the hour of peace to blood and horror ? 

Euph. \ know the monfter well. When fpecious fccm 
ing 
Becalms his looks, the rankling heart within 
Teems with deftruftion ; * Like our own mount Etna, 

• When the deep fnows inveft his hoary head, 
« And a whole winter gathers on his brow, 

* Looking tranquillity ; ev'n then beneath 

« 1 he fuejrd entrails fummon all their rage, 
« T ill the affrighted fhepherd round him fees 

• The fudden ruin, the volcano's burft, 

* Mountains hurl'd up in air, and molten rocks, 
' And all the land with defolation cover'd. 

Melaii, Now, Phocion, now on thee our hope depends* 
Fly to '1 imoleon — I can grant a pafTport — 
Rouze him to vengeance : on the tyrant turn 
His own infidious arts, or all is loll ! 
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Tho. Evander thou, and thou, my bcft Euphrafia* 
IBoth (hall attend my flight ! 

Melan^ They muft remain ; 
Th' attempt would hazard all, 

Euph. Together here 
We will remain, fafc in the cave of death ; 
And wait our freedom from thy conqu'ring arm I 

E'van^ Oh ! would the gods roll back the ftrcani of limc^ 
Andgive this arm the finew that it boafted 
A t Tauromenium, when its force refiftlefs 
MowM down the rafiks of war ; I then might guide 
The battle's rage, and, ere Evander die. 
Add ftili another laurel to mv brow I 

Euph^ Enough of laurell'd vid'ry your fword 
Hath reap'd in earlier days» , 

E*van. And ihall my fword. 
When the great caufe of liberty inyites. 
Remain inadlive, unperforming quite ? 
Youth, fecond youth, rekindles in my veins I 
The' worn with age, this arm will know its ofEce | 
Will (hew that vidr ry has not forgot 
Acquaintance with tiiis hand. — And yet — O (harae ! 
It will not be : the momentary blaze 
Sinks, and expires — I have furviv'd it all ; 
Survival my reign^ my people, and rayfelf ! 
Ettph, Fly, Phocion, fly ; Melanthon willconduft theet 
Melatu And when th' aflault begins, my faithful cohort* 
Shall form their ranks around this facred dome. 

Pho\ And my poor captive friends, my brave companio^i 
Taken in battle, wilt thou guard their livcb ? 

Melan, Truft to my care : no danger fhall aflTail thcm» 
' Pho. By Heav'n, the glorious expedation f wells 
This panting bofom ! Yes, Euphrafia, yes ; 

/ Awhile I leave you to tlie care of lleav'n . 

I Fell Dionylius, tremble ; ere the dal^n 

f Timolcon thunders- at your gates-Xr-The rage, 

I The oent-up rage of twenty thou fund Greeks, 

I Shall Durft at once j and the tumultuous roat 

I Alarm th' aftoniflTd world. * The brazeo gates 

• Afundcr fhall be rent : the tow'rs, the ramparis, 
[ "* Sbill-yield to Grecian valour: death oted raec 

« -TkiV 
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* Thro' the wide city round (hall wade in gore. 
' And guilty men awake to gafp their laftT 

* Melanthon, come.' 

. Et'an. Yet ere thou %o*^, young man. 
Attend my words : tho' guilt may oft provoke. 
As now it does, juft vengeance on its head. 
In mercy puniih It. The rage'of flaughter 
Can add no trophy to the victor's triumph; 
Eid him not (hed unneceffary blood. 
Conqueil is proud, inexorable, fierce; 
It Ts humanity ennobles all ; 
So thinks Evimder, and fo tell Timoleon. 

FLo. Farewell; the midnight hour (hall give you free- 
dom. ^Ex:t -ivith Melantlion and Philotas* 

/T.v/A. Ye guardian deities^ watch all his ways. 

ii-vafi. Come, ray Euphraiia : * in this interval 
' 1 ogether we will feek the facred author, 

* And thank the God whofe prefcnce fills the dome, 

* For the beft gift his bounty could beftow — 

* The virtue he has given thee :' there we'll pour 
Our hearts in praife, in tears of adoration. 

For all the wond'rous goodnefs lavifti'd on us. [Exettnt, 



A C T V. 

Enter Dionyfius and Calippns* 

Diott, TT^ RE the day closed, while yet the bufy eye 

X2/ Might view their camp, their ftations and tljeir 
guards. 
Their preparations for approaching night, 
Didft thou then mark the motions of the Greeks ? 

Calip. From the watch-tow'r I faw them : aU things (pokt 
A foe fccure, and difcipline relax *d. 
Theiriirms thrown idly by : the foldiers ftray'd 
To one another's tents ; dieir fteeds no more 
Stood near at hand, caparifon'd for war; 
And from the lines numbers pour'd out, to fee 
The fpot where the beliegM had fallied fortk. 
And the fierce battle rag'd ; to view the flain 
1'h*t lie 03 hc::ps upon the crimfon beach. 

Thdtl 
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There the fond brother, the affliaed father. 
And the friend, fought fome vellige of the facer 
Of him who died m. battk : night came on t 
Someflowly gained their tents : difpers'd around 
Whole parties loiter'd, touch'd with deep regret ; 
War, and its train of duties all forgot. 

Dion. Their folly gives them to my Avord : are all 
My orders iflu'd ? 

Calip. AIL 

DioTu The troops retired 
To gain recruited vigour from repofe ? 

Caljp. The city round lays hum'd in fleepV 

Dion, Atton 
Let each brave officer,, of chofen valour, 
Forfake his couch, and, with delib'rate fpirit,- 
Meet at the citadel. — An hour at furtheft 
Befo* the dawn, 'tis fix'd^to florm their camp. 
And whelm their men, their arms, their fteeds and tents 
In one prodigious ruin ! llafte, Calippus, 
Fly to thy poft, and bid Euphrafia enter. \^Exit Calif put^ 

Evander dies this night ; Euphrafia too 
Shall be difpos'd of. Curfe on Phocion's fraud. 
That from my pow'r withdrew their infant boy. 
In him the feed of future kings were crufh-'d. 
And the whole hated line at once extinguilh'd! 

Enter Euphrafia, 

Dion, Once more approach and hear me : 'tis not no# • 
A time to wafte. in the vain war of words ! 
A crifis big with horror is at hand. 
I meant to fpare the flream of blood that foon 
Shall deluge yonder plains. My fair propofals 
Thy haughty fpirit has with fcorn rejected. 
And now, by Heaven, here in thy very fight 
Evander breathes his lafl ! 

Etiph» The truce you've granted 
Sufpends the rage of war ; mean time fend forth 
The orators of peace with olive crown*d. 
Timoleon, good and juft, and ever willing 
To conquer rather by perfuafivc truth. 
Than by devouring flaughter, will agjee 

C z In 



Sz The GRECIAN DAUGHTER. 

In fntndlY paHer toa^fert his rights^ 
And compromifb the war. 

Diem. And muft I fue 
For terms of peace ? — To an invadcr'iac f 
Sinte yod the fiend of Sjracufc and Greece,. ^ 

5ioce ycu thus urge roe on to defp'rate darings. 
Your father firft— of him 1 'U be dTur'd— 
Your father ooeets his fate ! 

fij^i^. If yet there's wanting 
A crime to fiil the meafoic of 5y guilt. 
Add that bJack murder to the dreadful lift ; 
Vith that complete the horrors of thy reign t 

DiotK Woman, beware: Philotas is at han<l^ 
And to our prefence leads Evander. All 
Thy dark ccrr.plottisgs, and tliy treacherous artSj. 
Have prov'd aoortive. 

Effflf. Ha! What new event ? 
And is Philota^j falfe ? — Has he betrayed him I [j^^/u&^ 

* Di:fr. Evander's doom is feal'd f What ho I Philotas I 
* Now (halt thoB fee bkn die in pangs before thee i' 

Enter Fhilotas. 

Eu/^. Hev my heart fink5 within mc ^ 

JDhffr. Where's your prisoner?- 

/^/fiJ. Evander is no more. 

Dion, Ha I — Death has fobb'd me 
Cf half ray great revenge. 

FhU, Vi'oin out wirli angulfh, 
I faw life ebb apace. With ftudied art 
We gave each cordial drop.— Alas ! in vain :. 
He Keay'd a figh ; invok'd his daughter's nam»K 
Smll'd, and expired. 

Dicr/. Bring me his hcary head T 

PM, You'll pardon, Sij^, ray over-hafty zcal^ 
1 gave the body to the foan^ing furge ^ 

Down the fteep rock defpis'd. 

D/o^. Now raYC and fhriek^ 
And rtnd your fcattcr'ci hair! No moi^' Evander 
Shall fvvay Sicilia's fccptrc* 

Euf>/j. Mighty gock f 
*iht Wdc^'d Lcaxt, the man elate with pri^d;?^ 
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View with compaflion' ! To the bad extend 

Some portion or your mercy. Crimes and blood 

Have^ made their Touls a feat of 4efolatioB, 

Of woe, dfefpair, and horror ! Turn to them' 

An eye of pity; whom your bounty form'd 

To truth, to goodnefs, and to generous deeds, > ' 

On them no more from your bright (lores of blifs 

You need difpenfe : their virtue will fuppqrt them ! 

Dion, Now then thou feel'it my vengeance ! 

Euph. Glory in it ; 
Exult and triumph ! Thy worft (haft is fpcd ! 
Yet ftill th' unconquer'd mind with fcom can view thcel 
With the calm funihine of the brcaft beholds 
Thy pow'r unequal to fubdue the foul 
Which virtue forihM, and which the gods protedl. 

Dion. Philotas, bear her hence I ftie fliall not live; 
This moment bear her hence ; you know the reft ; 
Go, fee our will obey'd ; that done, with all 
A warrior's fpeed attend me at the citadel ; 
There meet the heroes whom this night I'll lead 
To freedom, vid'ry, to glorious havock. 
To the deftru(ftion of the Grecian name ! ' \Exif% 

Euph, Accept my-thanks, Philotas, generous raanl' 
Thefe tears atteft th' emotions of my heart. 
But oh ! Ihou Id Greece defer ■ , 

PhiL Difpel thy fears ; 
Phocion will bring relief ; or fhould the tyrant 
Affault their camp, he'll meet a marlhall'dfoe. 
Let me condudl tliee to the filent tomb. 

Euph'i- Ah \' there Evander, naked and dlfarmM, • 
Defencelefs quite, may meet fome rufiian ftroke, 

PhiL Lo ! here's a weapon ; bear this dagger to him; - 
In the drear monument- fhould hollile fteps 
Dare to approach him,- they^muft enter iingly ;« 
This guards the paflage; man by man they die,' 
There may 'ft ihou dwell amidft the wild commotion** 

Eiiph, Ye pitying^ gpds, protc^ my father then I 

^ {^ExeunU- 

C 3.; ScffH 
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Seine the Citadeh 

CaKppus and federal ojficeri'.^ 
' T'i'fOf. Whjit new e\'cnt thu» funimons US togetherC 
C'iiiii, 'Tis great occafioa calls ; — Timokon'* ardor 
niik :. ; :ifhing on ; his works ri&high in air. 
u-.ai-oo each day, and t€w'r above our walls,. 
'v/iiL brave exploit may free us Lol the king. 

Esifer Dionyfius. 

T>: jr. Ye brave aflbciates, who fa oft have lhv*d» 
Oi;r \p\\ and danger in the field of glory ^ 
My ft-liv^.v-warriors^ what no god could promif©^. 
Fortune hath giv'n us. In his dark etnbracc 
Xo ! fleep envelope the whole Grecian camp, 
Againft a foe, theoutcafts of their country ,. 
Freebooters roving in purfuitof prey, 
Succefs, by war, or covert ftratagem. 
Alike is glorious. Then, my gallant friends. 
What need of words ? Tlic geoTrous call of freedonKj, 
Your wives, your children, your invaded rights,. 
All that can fteel the patriot bread with valour,. 
Expands and rouzes in the fwelling heart*. 
Follow th'impulfive ardour; follow me. 
Your king, your leader ;. in the-friendly gloom'' 
Ofnio^ht affault their camp;, your c6uutiy's love',. 
And fame eternal, (ha-ll attend the men. 
Who march *d through bl6od and horror, tO' redeem,. 
From the invader's'pow'r, their native land. 

Calip. Lead to the onfet ; Greece (hall find wo bean- 
Hearts prodigal of blood, when honour calls, 
Refolv'd to conquer, or to die in freedom. 

Dion. Thus Iv'c refolv'd: when the declining msottt 
Hath veird her orb, our filent march begins,. 
The order thus: — Calippus, thou lead forth. 
Iberia's fi)ns,. with the JNumidian bands. 
And line thefhore. — Perdiccas, be it tlune 
To march tliy cohorts to the mountain's foot; 
Where tlie wood flcirts the valley ! there make halt? 
Till brave Amyntor ftretch along the vak. 
Ouxfelf, with the embodied cavSry^. 

Clad 
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Clad intheirmairdcuirafs, will circle round 
To where their camp extends its furth«ft line ; 
Unnumber'd torches there (hall blaze at once. 
The fignal of the charge :. Ihen^ oh ! my friends,. 
One every fide let the wild uproar loofe,; 
JBid maffacre and carnage ftallc around, 
Unfparing, unrelenting ; drench your fworda 
In hoftile blood, and riot in deftrudion.. 

Enter an Officer. 

Dion, Ha! fpeafc: unfold thy purpofe ! 

Officer, Inftant-arm ; . " 

To arms,, my liege ; the foe breaks in upon us ;, 
Ihe fubterraneous pafs is theirs ; that way. 
Their band invades the city funk in deep. 

Di(m. Treafon's at work : detefted,. treach'rous villains ^ 
Is this their promised truce ? Away, my frieads;. 
Rouze all the war ; fly to your fev'ral pofts>. 
Aad' inflant bring all!Syracufe in arms ! 

\Exeunt^. Warlike muJUi. 
. £^/<?r- Melanthon.. 

CaltpM Melanthon> now colled your faithful hands !' 
Melon. Do thou purfue the king; attend his fteps 5. 
Timoicon lord^.ifc in the captive city ! ' Exit Calippofc. 

Enter Philotas.. 

Melon, Pliilbtas,. vengeance has begun its work ! 

PhiL The: gods have Tent relief : difmay and terror,. . 
And wild amaze, and death in.ev'ry Ihape,^. 
Fill the affrighted city 1: 

Melon. Tyrant, now 
Th' inevitable hour of fate is come I' 
Philotas, round the dome that holds Evandcr 
We will arrange our men ; there fix our poft^ 
And guard that fpot, till, like fome god, Timoleon 
Still the wild uproar,; and bid (laughter ceafe. \Exeuft^i. 

Scene, another ^rt of the Qitj. 
Enter Dionyfiue, 

Dion^ Why fleep tile coward flaves ? All things confpire ;; 
The gods are leagif'd j I fee them raze my tow'rs \ 
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My walls and bulwarks fall ; PLud Neptune's trident 
From its foundation heaves the folid rock ! 
Pallas direifls the dorm ; her gorgpn ftiield 
Glares in my view, and from the fleet (he calls 
Her Greeks enraged ! In arms I'll met them all ! 
What, ho ! my guards — Arife, or wake no more; 

Enter Calippus. 

Ca/i'p, This way, my liege ; our friends, a valiant bandi. 
Aflemble here ! 

Dion. Give me to meet the Greek V 
Our only fafety lies in brave defpair I [^ExeunU 

Scetie the 'mfide of the Temple* A Monument in the middle^ 

Euphrafia, Erixene, and female Attendants. ' 

Euph, Which way, Erixene, which way, my virgins,, 
Sha 1 we dired ouriteps? What facred altar 
Clafp on our knees ? 

Erix, Alas! t+ie horrid tumult 
Spreads the deftrudion wide. On ev'ry fide 
The viftors fhouts, the groan's of murder'd wretches^. 
In wild confufion rife !. Once more dcfccnd 
£udocia's tomb ; there thou mayil find a flielter !. 

Euph. Anon, Erixene, I mean to vifit. 
Perhaps for. the laft time, a mother s urn. 
This dagger there, this inftrument of death; 
Should. Fortune profper the fell tyrant's arms. 
This dagger then may free me froni his pow r. 
And that drear vault intomb us all' in peace! 

IFnts up the dagger »- 
lat numbers. 
In Dionyfius* caofe Ihall yield their throats 
To the dellrudivefword !r— Aloft I climb'd 
The temples vaulted.roof : the fcene beneath . 
Is-horrible to f:ght, our domes and palaces 
Blaze to the Iky 5. and where the flames forbear, 
.The Greeks, enrag'd, brandifh the gleaming fword!. 
From the high roofs, to (hun the raging fire. 
Wretches precipitate their fall ! But oli!" 
No paufe, no mercy : to the edge o' th* fword 

They 
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They give their bqdies ; butcher'd. galh'd with woiindi. 
They die in mangl'd heaps, arid with theiur liroba 
Cover the fangiunc pa\:emeiu ! 

£rix. Hark ! 

£ujf>h. i he dia 
Of arjns with clearer found ad vanccf. Haf' 
That fudden buxfl ; Agais ; they rulh upon usl 

The portal opens Lo 1 fee there—^Tfc foldicr 

' Enters^ war invades the facred fane I 
No altar gives a fanftuary i^w ! [fTarl/ie mufc^ 

Enter Diony&us tf«// Calippus, nvit^ federal foldiers^ 

Dion^ Here wijl I mock their iUgc -^ here ftand at bayji^ 
Apd bi^ve 'em to thclaft ?. 

Calib, Our weary foes 
Defifl lirom thepurfuit. 

Dion* Tbo' all betray mc, 
Tho' ev'ry god confpire, I will not yield !' 
If I muft fall, the temple's ponderous roof,. 
The roanfion of the gods,. cDmbin'd.againft me^ 
Shall firil be crufh'd, and Jie in ruin with me ! 
JEuphraiia liere ! Detefted^ treach'nous wonwn ? 
For my revenge preferv'4! By Heav'n- 'tis wdl^; 
Vengeance av^aits thy guilt, and thisgood fword 
Thus fends thee to atone the bifeeding vidims 
This night has maffacred ! 

Caiip, \holdingDio7iyJtu5* 5 armJ\ My liegC, foibcarj; 
Her life preferv'd may plead your caufe with Greece, 
And HMtigate' yourfate.. 

Dkn,: rcefumptuous flavej 
My rage is up inarms — By Heav'n ili6 dies! ■ - 

Enter. lE^\2itkdtv from the Tomh. 

E<vatt.. Open, thou, cave of death, and give me way !r— 
Horror! — forbear!: — ^Thou murd'rer> hold thy h?*ndl. 
The gods behold thee, horrible aflaflln!, 
•^ Kelt rain tlie blow ;r-it were a (lab to. Heav'n ; ^ 

<• All nature fhuddersat it !' — Will no friend 
Arm in a caufe like this a father's hand ? 
Strike at thi^bofoin rather! Lo ! Evander 
fiX)ftj»tp and groveling on the. earth before thcej, 

1& 
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He begs to die : exhauft the (canty drops , 
That lag about hts heart ; but fpare my child ! 

Dion, Evander \ — Do my eyes once more behold hiin f 
May the fiends feize Philotas! Treach'rous flave \ 
'Tis well thou liv'ft; thy death were poor levenge 
From any hand but mine f [yff^rs tojirilc* 

Euph, No, tyrant, no; "' [Rajhing before E'vaad4r, 

I have proTok'd your vengeance : through this bofona. 
Open a pafiage; firfl on me, oh me 
txhauft your fury; ^v^ry pow*Jr above 
Commands thee to-refpedl that aged head ; 
His withered frame wants blood to glut thy rage ; 
Strike here ; thefe veins are full ; here's blood enough ; 
The purple tide will eulh to glad thy light ! 

Dion. Amazement olafts and freezes ev'ry pow'r ! 
/ They {hall not live. Ha ! the fierce tide of war. 

\^AjhuriJh of trumpets 
• This way comes rufhing on.' \G0e5 to the top ofthejfage, 

Euph, [Ernhracing Evander,'\ Oh I thus, my father. 
We'll perifh thus- together I 

Dion, Bar the gates f 
Clofe cv'ry paflage, and repel their force ! 

Enjan. And muft I fee thee bleed I — Oh I for a Avord ! 
Bring, bring me daggers ! 
Enph. Ha! 

Dion. [^Coming donvn thefiage,^ Guards feize the flavc. 
And give hina to my rage ! 

Evan. [Seiz'd by the Guards J] Oh ! fpare her,' fpare hcr; 

Inhuman villains !•- 

E»ph, Now one glorious effort ! [-^«^» 

///:/?. Lefmedifpatch : thou traitor, thus my arm — 
Eriph. A daughter's arm, fell monfter, llrikes the blow! 
Yes, lirll file ilnkes ! an injur'd daughter's arm 
Scnc^5 the devoted to th' infernal gods ! {^Stahs h:«r 

Dijn. Detoilcd fiend — Thus by a woman's hand ! — 

[Hifalli, 
Euph. Yes, tyrant, yes ; in a dear father's caufe 
A wonan's vengeance Cow'rs above her fex ! 

Dim, Mviy curfcs blall thy arm ! May -/Etna's fires 
Convulfc the land; to its foundation (hake 
The groaning ifle ! May civil difcord bear 

Btf 
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Her flaming brand through all the realms of Gieeoe ; 

And the whole Kite expire in pangs like mine* (/>/>/. 

EupL Fehold, all Sicily behold i — The point ] 

Glows with the tyrant's blood. Ye flaves, [to the guards ^ 

look there ! 
Kneel to your rightful king : the blow for freedom 
Gives you the right of men ! — And oli I my father. 
My ever honour'd fire, it giv€s thee life ! 

Evan. My cliild ! my daughter! Sav*d again by theci 

[^H€4mbrac€s her 4 — Aflourijh of trvmpetu 

Enter Phocion, Mclanthon, Philotas^ ^c. 
Pho, Now let the monfter yield. —My beft Euphrafia! 
E74ph, My lord ! my Phocion ! welcome to my heart! ^ 
Lo ! there the wonders of Euphrafia's arm ! 

Fho. ' And is the proud one fall'ni* The dawn fhall 
fee him 

A fpeftacle for public view ———Euphrafia ! 

Evander too !— * — Thus to behold you both 

E"jaft. To her dired thy looks ; there fix thy praife. 
And ga/e with wonder there! The life I gave her — 
Oh! (he has us'd it for the nobleft ends! 
To fill each duty ; make her father foe! 
The pu reft joy, the heart diflblving blifs 

To have a grateful child But has the rage 

Of flaughter ccas'd ? 
Pho It has. 

E'van. Where is Timoleon ? 
Pho, He guards the citadel ; there gives l\is orders 
To calm the uproar, and recall from carnage 
His conqu 'ring troops. 

Euph. Oh ! OMce again, my father, 
Thy fway fhall blefs the land. Nor for himfelf 
Timoleon conquers : — to redrefs the wrongs 
Of bleeding Sicily the hero comes. 
The good Melanthon, thee, thou gen*rous man. 
His juftice (hall reward — I hee too, Philotas, 
Whofe fympathizing heart could feel the touch 
Of foft humanity, the hero's bounty. 
His brighteft honours, fhall be lavilh'd on thee ; , 
Evandcr too will place you near his throne. 
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And (hew mankind, ev'n on this (horejof being, 
• Tluit virtoc ftill (hall meet its furc reward. 

FhiL I am rewarded : feelings fach as mine 
Axe worth all digniiies : may heart repays me. 

Evan. Come^ let us feek Timoleon ; to his care 
I will commend ye both : for now, alas ! 
Thrones and dominions now no more for me. 
To her I give my crown. Yes, . thou, Euphrafia, 

Shalt reign in Sicily, And oh ! ye pow'rs. 

In that Wright eminence of care a-'d peril. 

Watch over all her ways; conduid and guide 

The goodnefs you infpir'd, that ike may prove. 

If e'er diftrefs like mine invade the land, 

A parent to her people : ftretch the ray 

Of filial piety to times unborn. 

That men may hear her unexampled virtue. 

And learnco emulate THE G&£Ci AN Davchteh! 
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P R O L O G U E. 

JDRITONS, To-night in nati've pomp ive come, 
•^^ True heroes all, from fvirtuous ancient Rome ; 
In tho/ifar-diflant times ixihen Romans knenu 
Thefnueets of guarded Liberty, like you ; 
Jndfafefrom ills 'which force or faSlion brings ^ 
^anu freedom reign beneath the f mile of kings. 

Tet from fuch times y and fuch plain chiefs as thefe^ 
What can 'we frame a polijh^d age to pleafe f 
Say^ canyon liftiu to the artlefs nvcet 
Of an old tale, nvhich e^tryfchool hoy knows f 
Whtr* to your hearts alone the fcenes apply ^ 
No merit their^s but purejimplicitj. 

Our Bard has played a mofl adventurous part ^ 
And turned upon himfelfthe Critic^ s art : 
Stripped each luxuriant plume from fancy^s ivingh 
^ And torn up fimilies like 'vulgar things. 
Nay e'ven each moral, fentimentaly?roir, 
Where not the charaSler but poet fpoke. 
He lopp*d, as foreign to his chafe dejign ; 
Nor f par* d an ufelefs, tho* a golden line. 

Thefe are his arts ; ifthefe cannot atone ^ 
For all thofe namelefs errors yet unknoiun. 
If Jhunning faults njohich nobler Bards commit ^ 
He nvants the. r force to Jlrike th^ attentive Pit, 
Be juft and tell him fo ; he afks advice. 
Willing to learn, and vjould not ajk it tiuice. 
Tour kind applaufe may bid him ivrite — beware / 
Or kinder cenfure teach him to forbear* 



T^t^xcc^vs% 



Dramatis Perfonac. 



MEN. ^ At Drury-Lanci 

Tullus Hoililius^ King ofReme* -^ Mr. Jurwittsou, 
Horatiasy A Roman Senator, -— Mr. BaNtLaY, 
publius HoratiDSy His Son, — Mr. Smith. 

Valerias, A young Patrician, *- Mr. BaBRiTONr 

WOMEN. 

Horatia, Daughter to Horatios, — Mrs. Vatis.- 
Valeria, Sider to Valerius, — Mifs Hopkins. 

CitixeMt, Guards, and Atttndantt* 

The Music compofed by Dr. Botcs. 

SCENE, ROME. 
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THE ROMAN FATHER. 
ACT I. 

S C £ NE, J rem in HoratiQs's i^pif/r. 
A fildiir cr^is the fiagt^ Horatia /tf/Zwy/^g-. 

HOK AT I A. 

STAYf foldier.— -As you parted from my father. 
Something I overheard of near concern. 
But all imperfectly. Said you not. Alba 
Wa« on the brink of fate, and Rome determined 
This day to crufh her haughty rival's power. 
Or peri(h in th' attempt ? 

Said. *Twas fo refolvM 
This morning, lady, ere I left the camp. 
Our heroes are tir'd out with liogVing war. 
And half-unmeaning fight. 

U ratia. Alas! J hop*d 
The kind remorfe \*hich touch'd the kindred dates. 
And made their fwords fall lightly on the breal\s 
Of foes they could not hate, might have producM 
A milder refolution ! Then this day 

Is fix*d for death or conqueft f \He hows* 

To me death 

Whoever conquers !— — I detain you. Sir ; 
Commend inc to my brothers, fay, I wl(h 
But wherefore (hould i wi(h f the gods will crown 
Their virtues with the juil fuccefs they merit. 
Yet let me afk you. Sir 

Sold, My duty, lady. 
Commands me hence; ere this they have engag'd ; 

A Kx.\ 
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>^.- " Jtf.ti.'.^ ^ .. j;: fn.i' "* \\\xrA,. 
yt.t". ' vr *: /-/ ' r v i ,.ti\s' ttUl .tJSt uti zLsTVL-l. _ 
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I' y « >h\u\*^. my i.ot;.'n j *i't. *.ut -i-.t rj } cr.s, 

I HI 1 »f»ni«:« to tny (>r'/*r.?xt, Ltt oij tocgoe 
l>«ri(»<l ii4 «*ffKr, ind thi» rebel htkrt 
l'v*h 'Ircudril ih«ir fuc'cr*:. O Curiatios, 
Wliy ort ihfMi ihrrr, or why in enemy I 

f nhttti. I* or bra r thi^ fell-reproach, heis thyhufband^ 
A tut who cnn hUinc thy fcar5 r if fortune make him 
/\«»liil«' ihy niiiniry^ foe, Oie CAnnot cancel 
\ .«• * irj;iil» iM ttl")vr. V/hat though the prieft 
lift iini KihiiMirtl M at t!ic (acred altar; 
Vt'i \iM» \iiut hcitli uinird, and that union 
ApI'M'vM liv fn«h *i)n(cnting parent's choice. 
\ Mill tMiiiht-i*: iitv'il hint m a tiicnd, a brother; 
■An. I III! \\\%* lira i)f Uiiulird plradcd for him; 
\\\A dill itnill pli ;ti|, vsh:Uc*cr our heroes teach ut 
iM piiii.M llionjjih : Our ioniiiry may demand 
^^ i fli.MiM \w witM\ hrd, and wc mull obey ; 
x\\\\ iiiifi « III it«|uiir \\\ n- t to (ccl 
t li u \w ni* lUtlrii^hlr; naluic thcrc 
Will j.i\ %» liu- lir 10 \\\ uir, 

*' • - ..1 I I n. t xri lino 

\ N.Mi».n\ \njMn ihould !v moic ih.m woman. 

^«»I I- •. .' ' ^' ino,j uuh und;;ontr%i eves ? 
J««' n 'n .,■.,.,:.,,.-. ' u.'-..;i i!\r j: Ki.ilictl form 

» '• . .I'x ». . ■. ' \ *«»■;.*; ,v f. i> d 

S«o!rn 
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STwoll'n with uncommon floods, or from the height 
Of yon Tarpeian rock, whofe giddy deep 
Has turned me pale with horror at the fight, 
I'd think the talk were nothing; bat to bear 
Thefe ftrange viciffitudes of torturing pain. 
To fear, to doubt, and to defpair as I do !— 

Fale.ia, And why defpair ? have we fo idly learn'd 
The noblcft leflbns of our infant days. 
Our truft above ? Does ther4 not Hill remain 
The wretch's laft retreat, the Gods, Horatia? 
*Tis from their awful wills our evils fpring. 
And at their altars may we find relief. 
Say, fhall we thither f — Look not thus dejected,. 
But anfwer me. A confidence in them, . 
Even in this criiis of our fate, will calm 
Thy troubled foul, and fill thy breaft with hope. 
Horatia, Talk not of hope ; the wretch on yonder 
plain 
Who hears the vigor's threats, and fees his fword 
Impending o'er him, feels no furer fate, 
Tho' lefs delay'd than mine. — What (hou'd I hope ? 
That Alba conquer? — Curd be every thought 
Which looks that way, * the fhrieks of captive matrons 
' Sound in my ears I' 

Valeria, Forbear, forbear, Horatia ; 
Nor fright me with the thought. Rome cannot fall. 
Thinjc on the glorious battles (he has fought ; 
Has (he once fail'd, tho' oft expos'd to danger I 
And has not her immortal founder promised 
That (he ihould rife the miftrefs of the world ? 

Horatia. And if Rome conquers, then Horatia dies. 
Valeria. Why wilt thou form vain images of horror, 
Induilrious to br wretched ? Js it then 
Become impoflible that Rome (hould triumph. 
And Curiatius live ? He nauft, he (hall ; 
ProtedliAg gods (hall fpread their (hields around him. 
And love (hall combat in Horatia's caufe. 

Horlttia, Think'fl thou fo meanly of him? — No, 
Valeria, 
His foul's too great to give me fuch a trial ; 
Or could it ever come, I think, my(elf. 
Thus loH in love, thus abjed as I am, 

A s \^Q>^\ 
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I fhoald defpife the flave who dar'd furvive 

His country's ruin. Ye immortal Powers I 

I Jove his fame too well, his fpotlefs honour. 

At lead I hope I do, to wi(h him mine 

Qn any terms which he muil bluih to own. 

— What means that ihoutf — might we cot aik, 

Valeria? 
Didfl thou not wiih me to the temple ?•— Come» 
] will attend thee thither; the kind gods 
Perhaps may eafe this throbbing heart, and fpread 
At lead a temporary calm within. 

Valeria, Alas^^Horatia, 'tis not to the temple 
That thou woold'ft fly; the ihout alone alarms thee. 
But do not thus anticipate thy fate ; 
Why fhould'ft thou learn each chance of varying war. 
Which takes a thoufand turns^ and iOiifts the fcene 
i<^rom bad to good, as fortune fmiles or frowns f 
Stay but an hour perhaps, and thou ihalt know 
The whole at once.— I'll fend— I'll fly myfelf 
To cafe thy doubts, and bring thee news of joy. 

Horafia- Again, and nearer too-— *I mufl attend thee. 

Valeria. Hark ! 'tis thy father's voice, he comes to 
cheer thee. ' 



Enter Horatius and Valerius. 

Hor. [^Entering ] News from the camp, my child I — ^' 
6ave you, fweet maid 1 [feeing Valeria.] 
Ycur brother brings the tidings; for alas 
1 am no warrior now ; my ufelefs age. 
Far from the paths of honour loiters here 
In fluggifh inactivity at home. 
Yet I remember 

Horatia. You'll forgive us. Sir, 
If with impatience we expe<5l the tidings. 

Hor. I had forgot; the thoughts of what I was * 
Engrofs'd my whole attention. — Pray, young foldier. 
Relate it for me ; you beheld the fcene, 
And can report it juftly. 

VaL Gentle lady. 
The fcene was piteous, though its end be peace. 

HQrattA' 
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Hmraiia. Peace f O my fluttering hear^ by what 
kind means } 

VaL 'Twere tedious, lady, and unneceflary 
To paint the difpofition of the field ; 
Suffice it, we were arm'd, and front to front 
The adverfe legions heard the trumpet's found: 
But vain was the alarm, for motionlefs. 
And wrapt in thought they flood: the kindreij ranks 
Had caught each other's eyes, nor dar'd to lift 
The fault'ring fpear againft the bread they lov'd. 
Again th' alarm was given, and now they feem'd 
Preparing to engage, when OQce again 
They hung their drooping heads, and inward xnourn'd: 
Then nearer drew, and at the third alarm, 
Cading their fwords and uf^lefs (hields afide, 
Rufli'd to each other's arms. 

Hor, 'Twas fo, juft fo, 
(Tho' I was then a child, yet I have heard 
My mother, 'wee ping, oft relate the ftory) 
Soft pity touch'd the breads of mighty chiefs 
Romans and Sabines, when the matrons rufh'd 
Between their meeting armies, andoppos'd 
Their helplefs infants, and their heaving breads ' 
To their advancing fwords, and bade them there 
Sheath all iheir vengeance.— But 1 interrupt you— 
Proceed, Valerius, they would hear ih' event. 
—And ^et methinks the Albans — pray go on. 

Fai Our King Hodilius from a rifing moun4 
Beheld the tender interview, and join'd 
His friendly tears with theirs ; then fwift advanced 
Ev'n to the thicked prefs, and cried, — My friends, 
Jf thus we love, why are we enemies ? 
Shall dern ambition, rival(hip of power^ 
Subdue the foft humanity. within us? 
Are we not join'd by every tie of kindred. 
And can we find no method to compofe 
Thefc jars of honour, thefe nice principles 
Of virtue, which infed the nobled mind ? — 

Hor. There fpoke his country's father ! this tranfcends 
The flight of earth-born kings, whofe low ambition 
But tends to lay the face of nature wade^ 
And blad creation !^*-how was it receiv'd ? 

A 6 Vol. 
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Vol. As be himfelf could wilh, with eager tranfporU 
In (hort, the Roman and the Alban chiefs 
In coancil have determined, that fince glory 
Muil have her viclims, and each rival fiate 
Afpiring to dominion fcorns to yield. 
From either army iball be chofe three champions 
To fight the caufe alone, and whate'er ftate 
Shall prove fuperior^ tliere acknowledged power 
Shall fix th' imperial feat, apd both unite 
Beneath one common head. 

Horatia, JCind heaven, I thank thee ! 
Bled be the friendly grief that touch'd their fouls ! 
Bled be Hoftilius for the generous counsel ! 
Bled be the meeting chiefs ! and bleU the tongue^ 
Which brings the gentle tidings ! 

Faleria. Now, Horatia, 
Your idle fears are o'er. 

Horatia, Yet one remains : 
Who are the champions, are they yet clefted ? 
Has Rome-- 

Fal. —The Roman chiefs now meet in council. 
And aflc the prefence of the fage Horatios. 

Her. [After having feinted /ome time in t bought. "l 
But flill mechinks, I like not this, to truft 
The Roman c'aufe to fuch a flender hazard 
Three combatants— 'tis dangerous 

Horatia. [In a fright.'] My father ! 

Hor. I might perhaps prevent it — — 

Horatia. Do not. Sir, 
Oppofe the kind decree. 

Fal. Rettfatisfied, 
Sweet lady, 'tis fo folemnly agreed to. 
Not even Horatius's advice can (hake it. * 

Her. And yet 'twere well to end thefe civil broils : 
The neighb'ring ftates might take advantage of them. 
— Would I wer^ young again I how glorious 
Were death in fuch a caufe I— and yet, who knows> 
Some of my boys may be feledted for it— 
Perhaps may conquer — grant me that, kind gods. 
And clofe my eyes in tranfport !— Come, Valeiius, 
V\\ but difpatch fome neccffary orders^ 

And 
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And firaight attend thee. Daughter, if thou lov'll 

Thy brothers, let thy prayers be pour'd to heaven. 
That one at lead may (hare the glorious taflc ! [Exit. 

FaL Rome cannot trufl her caufe to worthier hands. 
They bade made me greet you, lady. [To Horatia. 

Well, Valeria, 
This is your home, I find ; your lovely friend, 
And you, I doubt not, have indulg'd llraoge fears. 
And run o'er all the horrid fcenes of war. 

Valtrid, Tho' we are women, brother, we are Ro- 
mans, 
Not to be fcar'd with (hadows, tho' nat proof 
'Gainfl all alarms, when real danger threatens. 

Horatia* \fwith Jome he/ttation] My brothers, gentle 
. Sir, you faid were well ; 
Saw you their noble friends, the Curiatii? 
The truce perhaps permitted it. 

Fai. Yes, lady, 
I left them jocund in your brother's tent. 
Like friends, whom envious ftorms awhile had parted. 
Joying to meet again, 

Horatia, Sent they no meflage ? 

FaL None, fair one, but fuch general falutation. 
As friends would bring unbld. 

Horatia, Said Caius nothing i 

Fal, Caius ? 

Horatia. Ay, Caius, — did he mention mef 

FaL 'Twas (lightly if he did, and 'fcapes me now— 

yes, I do remember, when your brother 
Aflc'd him in je(t, — If he had ought to fend, 
A (igh's foft waftage, or the tender token 
Of trefles braided to fan tall ic forms 

To footh a Iove-(ick maid ? — (your pardon, lady,) 
He fmil'd, and cry'd. Glory's the foldier's miltrefs. 
Horatia. Sir, you'll excufe me— fome thing of im- 
portance — 
My father may have bufinefs — O Valeria, 

" l^AJide to Valeria. 
Talk to thy brother, know the fatal truth 

1 dread to hear, and let me learn to die. 
If Curiatius has indeed forgot me, 

FaL Sthe feems diforder'd ! 
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Faleria. Has (be not caafe ? 
Can yoa adminiiler the baneful potion^ 
And wonder at th' effed ? 

Fak Yon talk in riddles ! . 

Valiria. They're riddles^ brother^ which your heart 
.unfolds, 
Tho* you affect furprize. Was Curiatius 
Indeed fo cold i poor fhallow artifice. 
The trick of hopelefs love ? I faw it plainly. 
Yet what could you propofe ? an hour's uneaiinefs 
To poor Horatia ; for be fure by that time 
She {^^% him, and your deep- wrought fchemes are air, 

VaL What cou'd I do ? this peace has ruia'd me ; 
While war continu'd, I had gleams of hope. 
Some lucky chance might rid me of my rival. 
And time efface his image in her breait. 
But now 

Valeria. Yes, now you muft refolve to follow 
Th' advice I gave you firll, and root this paflion 
Entirely from your heart ; for know, fhe doats, 
£v'n CO didrac'ion doats on Curiatius? 
And every fear ihe felt, while danger threaten'd^ 
Will now endear him more. 

VaL Cruel Valeria, 
You triumph in my pain ! 

Valeria. By heaven I do not, 
I only would extirpate every thought 
Which gives you pain, nor leave one foolifh wi/h 
For hope to dally with. — rV; hen friends are road, 
'Tis moil unkind to humour their diiiradtion ; 
Harfh means are neceiTary. 

VaL Yet we firft 
Should try the gentler. 

Valeria. Did I not ? Ye powers ! 
Did I not footh your griefs, indulge your fondne(s> 
While the leaft profpecl of fuccefs remained \ 
Did I not prefs you flill to urge your fuit, 
Intreat you daily to declare your paffioii. 
Seek out unnumbered opportunities. 
And lay the fcJllies of my fex before yon ? 

VaL Alas, thou know'ft, Valeria, woman's heart 
TV A3 cever won by tales of bleeding love : 

'Tia 
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'Tis by degrees the fly enchanter works^ 
AfTuming friendfliip's name, and fits the foul 
For foft impreflioDSy ere the fault*ring tongue. 
And guilty-blulhing cheek, with many a glance. 
Shot inadvertent, tells the fecret flame. 

Valeria, True, thefe are arts for thofe that love at 
leifure ; 
You had no time for tedioos flratagem; 
A daog'rous rival prefl, and has fucceeded. 

VaL I own my error— yet once more affifl me—- 
Nay, tarn not from me, by my foul I mean not 
To interrupt their loves. — Yet fliould fome accident, 
^is not impoffible, divide their hearts, 
I might perhaps have hope : therefore, 'till marriage 
Cuts ofl^all commerce, and confirms me wretched, 
fie it thy talk, my After, with fond ftories. 
Such as our ties of blood may countenance. 
To paint thy brother's worth, his power in arms. 
His favour with the king, but moil of all 
That certain tendernefs of foul which fleals 
All women's hearts ; then mention many a fair. 
No matter whom, that flghs to call you After. 

Valeria, Well, well, away — Yet tell me, ere you go. 
How did this lover talk of his Horatia? 

VaL Why will you mention that ungrateful fubjedl? 
Think what you have heard me breathe a thoufand 

times 
When my whole fpul diflblv'd in tendernefs; 
*Twas rapture all ; what lovers only feel. 
Or can exprefs when felt. He had been here. 
But fudden orders from the camp detain'd him. 
Farewell, Horatius waits me — but remember. 
My life, nay more than life, depends on you. [^Exit, 

Valeria. Poor youth! he knows not how I pity his 
Yet dare not feem to pity what I feel. [diftrefs. 

How fliall I adt betwixt this friend and brother? 
Should flie fufpedl his paflion, flie may doubt 
My friend fliip too ; and yet to tell it her 
Were to betray his caufe. No, let my heart 
With the fame blamelefs caution ftill proceed; 
To each inclining moft as moft diftreft ; 
Be juft to both, and leave to heav'n the reft! [Exit 
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ACT II. 

Scene continues. 
Enter Horatia and Valeria^ 

HOR ATI A. 

AL A S^ how eaiily do we admit 
The thing we wifli were true ! yet fare, Valeria^ 
This feeming negligence of Curiatius 
Betrays a fecret coldnefs at the heart. 
May not long abfence, or the charms of war. 
Have damp*d> at leaft> if not effac*d his pai&on ? 
1 know not what to think. 

Valeria, Think, my Horatia, 
That you're a lover> and have learnt the art 
To raife vain fcruples, and torment yourfelf 
With every diftant hint of fancied ill. 
Your Curiatius flill remains the fame. 
My brother idly trifled with your paflion. 
Or might perhaps unheedingly relate 
What you too nearly feel. But fee, your father. 

Horatia. He feems tranfponed ; fure fome happy news 
Has brought him back thus early : O my heart I 
I long, yet dread to afk him ; fpeak, Valeria. 

Enter Horatius. . 

Valeria. You're foon return'd, my lord. 

Hor. Return'd. Valeria ! 
My life, my youth's return d, I tread in air. 
— I cannot fpeak; ray joy's tod great for utterance. 
— O could I weep ! — my fons, my fons are chofen 
Their country's combatants, not one, but all. 

Horatia. My brothers, faid you, Sir 1 

Her, All three, my child. 

All 
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Al^ three are champions id the caufe of Rome. 

happy (late of fathers! thus to feel 

New warmth revive, and fpringing life renew'd 
Even on the margin of the gravel 

Valeria, The time 
Of combat, is it fix'd ? 

Hor. This day, this hour 
Perhaps decides our doom. 

Valeria, And is it known 
With whom they muft engage? 

Hor, Not yet, Valeria; 
But with impatience we expe6l each moment 
The refolutions of the Alban fenate. 
And foon may they arrive, that ere we quit 
Yon hoftile field, the chiefs who dar'd oppofe 
Rome's rifing glories, may with ihame confefs 
The gods protc6l the empire they have rais'd. 
Where are thy fmilcs, Horatia \ whence proceeds 
This fullen iilence, when my thronging joys 
Want words to fpeak them ? Prithee talk of empire. 
Talk of thofe darlings of my foul, thy brothers ; 
Call them whate'er wild fancy can fugged. 
Their country's pride, the boaft of future times. 
The dear defence, the guardian gods of Rome!— 
By heaven thou ftand'ft unmov'd, nor feels thy breaft 
The charms of glory, the ecHatic wafmth 
Which beams new life, and lifts us nearer heaven ! 

Horatia, My gracious father, with furprize and tranf- 
port 

1 heard the tidings, as becomes your daughter* 
And like your daughter, were our fex allow'd 
The noble privilege which man ufurps. 
Could die with pleafure in my country's caufe. 
Butyet permit a filler's weaknefs. Sir, 

To feel the pangs of nature, and to dread 
The fate of thofe (he loves, however glorious. 
And fure they cannot all furvive a conHid 
So defperate as this. 

Hor, Survive ! by heaven 
I could not hope that they (hould all furvive. 
No, let them fall;— *if from their glorious deaths 
Rome^s freedom fpring, I (hall be nobly paid 
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For every fliarpeft pang rhe parent feels. 
Had I a thoufand fons, in foch acaufe 
I could behold them bleeding at my feet. 
And thank the gods with tears ! 

Enter Publias Horatios. 

Pub. My Father ! [Offering to knali 

Hor. Hence ! 
Kneel not to me— (land off; and let me view 
At diilance, and with reverential awe. 

The champion of my country ! O, my boy. 

That I (hould live to this — my foul's too full; 
Let this and this fpeak for me— Blefs^hee^blefs thee! 

[^Embracing bimi 
But wherefore art thou abfent from the camp? 
Where are thy brothers ? has the Alban date 
Determin'd f is the time of combat iix'd ? 

Pub. Think not, my lord» that filial reverence. 
However due^ hath drawn me from the field. 
Where nobler duty calls : a Patriot's foul " 
' Can ht\ no humbler ties,' nor knows the voice 
Of kindred, when his country claims his aid. 
It was the king's command I (hould attend you, 
Elfe had I (laid 'till wreaths immortal grac'd 
My brows, and made thee proud indeed to fee 
Beneath thy roof, and bending for thy blefiing. 
Not thine, Horatios, but the ion of Rome ! 

Hor, O virtuous pride! — 'tis blifs tooexquifite 
For human fenfe !— -thus, let me anfwer thee. 

[Embracing him again. 
Where arc my other boys ? 

Pub, They only wait 
*Till Alba's loit'ring chiefs declare her champions. 
Our future vifiims. Sir ; and with the news 
Will greet their father's ear. 

Hor, It (hall not need, 
Myfelf will to the field. Come, let us hafte: 
My old blood boils, and my tumultuous fpirits 
Pant for the onfet. O for one fhort hour 
Of vigorous youth, that I might (hare the toil 
Now with my boys, and be the next my lad I 

Horatia* 
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Heratia* My brother ! 

Pub. My Horatia ! ere the dews 
Ofevening fall, thou fhalt with traofport own me ; 
Shalt hold thy country's faviour in thy armsj 
Or bathe his honeft bier with tears of joy. 
Thy lover greets thee, and complains of abfence 
With many a iigh> and many a longing look 
Sent tow'rd the towers of Rome. 

Horatiu. Methinks, a lover 
Might take th* advantage of the truce, and bear 
His kind complaints himfelf^ nor truil his vows 
To other tongues, or be oblig'd to tell 
The pailing winds his paifion. 

Pub. Dearefl fifler. 
He with impatience waits the lucky moment 
That may with honour bear him to your armf> ^ 
Didft thou but hear how tenderly he talks. 
How blames the dull delay of Alban cofincils. 
And chides the lingering minutes as they pafs* 
'Till fate determines, and the tedious chiefs 
Permit his abfence, thou would'd pity him. 
But foon, my fifter, foon (hall every bar 
Which thwarts thy happinefs be far away. 
We are n6 longer enemies to Alba, 
This day unites us ; and to-morrow's fun 
May hear thy vows, and make my friend my brother. 

Hor* [ Ha^vini talked apart 'with Valeria. ] 

*Tis truly Roman. Here's a maid, Horatia» 

Laments her brother loft the glorious proof 
Of dying for his country.— —Come, my fon. 
Her foftnefs will infeft thee, prithee leave her. 

Horatia. [Looking firft on her father^ and then tinderty 
on ler brother.] 
Not 'till my foul has pon^'d its wiQies for hiro.-^ 
Hear me, dread god of wat, procedl and fave him. 

[Kneeling. 
For thee, and thy immortal Rome, he fights ! 
Dafh the proud fpear froni every hdilile hand 
That dares oppofe him ; may each Alban chief 
Fly from his prefence, or his vengeance feel I 
And when in triumph he returns to Rome, [Rijtng. 
Hail him, ye maids^ with grateful fongs of praife. 
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And fcatter all the blooming fpring before hiai, 
Curs'd be the envious brow that fnniles not theii, 
Curs'd be the wretch that wears one mark of forrow^ 
Or flies not thus wiih open arms to greet him. 

Enter Tullus Hoftilius, Valerius, and Guards, 

VaL The king, my lord, approaches. 

Hor. Gracious Sir, whence comes this condefcendon ^ 

Tul, Good old man ; 
Could I have found a nobler meflenger, 
1 would have fpar'd myfelf th' ungrateful tafk 
Of this day's embafly, for which 1 fear 
My news will want a welcome. 

Hor, Mighty king I 
Forgive an old man's warmth— —They have not fure- 
Made ch'oice of other combatants* My foQ^V 

Muft they not fight for Rome ? 

^uL Too fure they muft. 

Hor. Then J am bleft I 

Tul. But that they muft engage 
Will hurt thee moft, when thou (halt know with whozxt*^ 

Hor, I care not whom. 

TuL Suppofe your neareft friends. 
The Curiatii, were the Alban choice. 
Could you bear that? Could you, .young man, fupport: 
A conflid there ? 

Pub. I could perform my duty. 
Great Sir, tho' even a brother (hould oppofe me. 

Tul, Thou art a Roman ! Let thy king embrace thee. 

Hor, And let thy father catch thee from his arms. 

Tul, [ToPublius] Know then, that trial muft be thine.* 
The Albans 
With envy faw one family produce 
Three chiefs, to whom their country dar'd entruft 
The Roman caufe, and fcorn'd to be outdone, 

Hcratia Then I am loft indeed ; was it for this, 
I pour'd my prayers to heaven I \^^woon$m. 

Pub, My filler ! 

VaL My Horatia ! 

Hor, O foolifti girl, to ftiame thy father thus ! 
¥i€Tt, bear her in * — I am concerned, my fovereign,. 

• Horatia h carried in , V a\«\u^ or.d '^ ^\m^ jo\\vw% 
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That even the meanefl part of me (hould blaft 
With impious grief a caufe of fo much glory. 
But let the virtue of my boy excufe it. 

Tul, It does mod amply. She has caufe for forro,«v> 
The (hock was fudden, and might well alarm 
A firmer bofom. 1 he weak fex demand 
Our pity^ not our anger ; * their foft breads 

* Are nearer touch'd, and more expos'd to forrowt 

* Than man's experter fcnfe. Nor let us blame 

' J hat tendernefs which fmooths our rougher natures^ 

* And foftens all the joys of focial life.* 

We leave her to her tears. — For you, young foldier. 
You mud prepare for combat. Some few hours 
Are all that are allow'd you. But I charge you 
Try well your heart, and drengthen every thought 
Of patriot in you* Think how dreadful 'tis 
To plant a dagger in the bread you love ; 
To fpurh the ties of nature^ and forget 
In one (hort hour wiiole years of virtuous frienddiip. 
Think well on that. 

Puh^ I do, my gracious fove reign : 
And think, the more I dare fubdue adedlioDf 
The more my glory. 

TuL True ; but yet confider. 
Is it an eafy talk to change aifeflions ? 
In the dread onfet can your meeting eye* , 
Forget their ufual intercourfe, and wear 
At once the frown of war, and dern defiance ? 
Will not each look recall the fond remembrance 
Of childhood pad, when the whole open foul 
Breath'd cordial love, and plighred many a vow 
Of tend'red import ? Think on that, young foldier. 
And tell me if thy bread be dill unmov'd ? 

Fui, Think, not, O king, how'er refolv'd on com* 
bat, 
I fit fo loofely to the bonds of nature. 
As not to feel their force. I feel it drongly* 
I love the Curiatiii and would (trwt them 
At life's expence : But here a nobler caufe 
Demands my fword :— -For all connection elfe. 
All private duties, are fubordinate 
To what we owe the public. Partial tiea 

8 OC 
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Of Ton, and father> huiband, friend^ or brother^ 
Owe their enjoyments to the public fafety^ 
And without that were vain.— Nor need we^Sir, 
Caft oiFhumanity^ and to be heroes 
Ceafe to be men. As in our earlieft days. 
While yet we learn'd the exercife of war. 
We ftrove together, not as enemies. 
Yet confcious each of his peculiar worth. 
And fcorning each to yield : fo will we aovr 
Engage with ardent, not with hoftile minds. 
Not fir'd with rage, but emulous of fame. 

Tul, Now I dare truft thee : go and teach thy bro- 
thers 
To think like thee, and conqueflis your own. 
This is true courage, not the brutal force 
Of vulgar heroes, but the firm refolve 
Of virtue, and of reafon. He who thinks 
Without their aid to ihine in deeds.of arms. 
Builds on a fandy b.afis his renowiu 
A dream, a vapour, or an ague fit 
May make a coward of him. — Come, Horatius, 
Thy other fons (hall meet thee at the camp, 
For now I do bethink me 'tis not fit 
They (hould behold their fifter thus alarmM. 
Hade, foldier, and detain them. [To cm oftbeguards» 

Hot. Gracious Sir, 
We'll follow on the ioflant, 

Tut. Then farewel. 
When next we meet, 'tis Rome and liberty ! 

\Exit *with guards* 
Hor. Come, let me arm thee for the glorious toil. 
I have a fword whofe light'ning oft has blaz'd 
Dreadfully fatal to my country's foes ; 
Whofe tempered edge has cleft their haughty creils. 
And ilain'd with life-blood many a reeking plain. 
This ihalt thou bear; myfelf will gird it on. 
And lead thee forth to death or vlftory. [Going. 

And yet, my Publius, fliall I own a weaknefs i 
Tho' I deteft the caufe from whence they fpring, 
I feel thy filler's forrows like a father. 
She was my foul's delight. 
Pub. And may remain fo. 

9 This 
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This fudden fliock has but alarm'd her virtue^ 
Not quite fubdu'd its force. At leaft, my fatheij 
Time's lenient hand will teach her to endure 
The ills of chance, and reafon conquer love* 

Hot. Should we not fet her ? 

FuS. By no means, my lord ; 
You heard the king's commands about my brothers^ 
And we have hearts as tender fure as they. 
Might I advife, you (hould confine her clofely^ 
Left iheinfed the matrons with her grief. 
And bring a ftain we (hoald not wifh to &x 
On the Horatian name. 

Hen It ihall be fo. * 

We'll think no more of her. 'Tis glory calls. 
And humbler paffions befiat alarms in vain. [Exit, 

[jfs Horatius gois off^ iioratia enttrs at another door. 

Horatia* Where is my brother ?— O my deareft Pub- 
lius. 
If e'er you lov'd Horatia, ever felt 
That tendernefs which you have feem'd to feelj 

hear her now 1 

Fu6. What woud'il thou, my Horatia ? 

Moratia. I know not what I would — 'I'm on the rack^ 
Defp.air and madnefs tear my lab'ring foul. 
—A nd yet, my brother, fure you might relieve me. 

Fuh. How, by what means ? By heaven, I'll die to 
do it. 

Horatia. You might decline the combat. 

FuL Ha ! 

Horatia* I do not 
Expe^ it from thee. Prithee look more kindly. 
—And yet is the requeft fo very hard ? 

1 only afk thee not to plunge thy fword 

Into the bread thou lov'f^, not kill thy friend ; 
Is that fo hard? — I might have faid thy brother. 
fuh. What can'H thou mean? Beware, beware, Ho- 
ratia ; 
Thou know'fl I dearly love thee, nay thou know'ft 
I love the man wi h whom I muft engage : 
Yet haft thou faintly read thy brother's foul. 
If thou can'ft think entreaties have the power, 

Tho' 
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Tho' urgM with all the tcndernefs of tears^ 
To fhake bis fettled purpofe : They may make 
My taik more hard, and my foul bleed within me. 
But cannot touch my virtue. 

Horatia. 'Tis not virtue 
Which contradidls our nature, 'tis the rage 
Of over-weening pride. Has Rome no champions 
She could oppofe but you ? Are there not thoufandt 
As warm for glory, and as tried in arms. 
Who might without a crime afpire to conqned^ 
Or die with honeft fame ? 

Puh* Away, away ; 
Talk to thy lover thus. But 'tis not Cains 
Thou woud'fl have infamous. 

Horatia. O kill me not 
With fuch unkind reproaches. Yes, I own 
I love him, more — 

Pub, Than a chafte Roman maid 
Should dare confefs. 

Horatia. Should dare ! What means my brother ? 
I had my father's fandlion on my love. 
And duty taught me firfl to feel its power. 
•—Should dare confefs ! — is that the dreadful crime? 
Alas ! but fpare him, fpare thy friend, Horatius, 
And I will call him from my brcaft for ever. 
Will that oblige thee ? * Only let him die 

* tfy other hands, and I will learn to hate him.* 

Puh, Why wilt thou talk thus madly ? Love him flil! : 
And if we fall the vidims of our country 
(Which hcav'n avert!) wed and enjoy him freely. 

Horaiia, O never, never. What, my country's banei 
The murderer of my brothers I may the gods 
Firft * tear me, blaft me, fcatter me on winds, 

* And' pour out each unheard-of vengeance on me ! 
Pub. Do not torment thyfelf thus idly— Go, 

Compofe thyfelf, and be again my iiftcr. 

Re-enter Horatius (ixjith the /word.) 
Her, This fword in Veii's field— What doft tho« 
here ? 
Leave him, I charge thee, girl— Come, coxne> my Pub- 
lius» 

Let's 
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Let's hade where daty calls. 

Horatiu. What to the field ? 
He muft not» ihall not go ; here will I haDg— » 
' O if yoa have not quite caft off affedion. 
If you dcteft not your diftraded fifter— 
. Hot. Shame of thy race, why doH thou hang open 

him f 
Woud'ft thou entail eternal infamy 
On him, on me, on all ? 

Horatia. Indeed I would not» 
I know I aflc impoflibilities ; 
Yet pity me, my father I 

PuL Pity thee f 
Be gone, fond wretch, nor urge my temper th(is. 
By heaven I love thee as a brother ought. 
Then hear my laft refolve : If fate, averfc 
To Rome, and us, determine my deflru^lioOf 
I charge thee wed thy lover ; he will then 
Deferve thee nobly. Or if kinder gods 
Propitious hear the prayers of fuppliant Rome, 
And he fhoold fall by me, I then expedk 
No weak upbraidings for a lover's death. 
But fuch returns as fhall become thy birth, 
A fitter's thanks for having fav'd her country. [EMt» 

Horatia. Yet flay— -yet hear me, Publius — But one 
word.— 

/f«r. Stay, ftay, rafh girl, thon'lt tempt thy father 
Td do an outrage might perhaps diftra6l him. 

Horatia, Alas, forgive me. Sir— Pm very wretche^^ 
Indeed t am— Yet I will ftrive to ftop 
This fwelling grief, and bear it like your daughter. 
Do but forgive me. Sir. 

H^r. I do, I do 

Go in, my child, the gods may find a way 
To make thee happy yet. But on thy duty^ 
Whate*er reports may reach, or fears alarm thee» 
I charge thee come not to the field. 

Horatia* I will not. 
If you command it» Sir. But will yon then^ 
As far as cruel honour may permit. 
Remember that your poor Horaiia's life 

B Hafigt 
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Hangi on this dreadful contefl ? [Exit Horatia. 

Hor. * Lead her in.' [Looking after her,] 
Spite of ray boafted ftrength, her griefs BBnan me, 
—But lec her from my thoughts. The Patriot's breaft 
No hopes, no fears, but for his Conntry know8« 
And in her danger lofcs private woes. [Exit. 



ACT IIL 

Seem continues. 
Valerios and Valeria muting. 

Valerius. 

NO W, my Valeria, where's the charming flie 
That calls me to her f with a lover's hafte 
I 6y to execute the dear command. 

Valeria* 'Tis not the lover, but the friend ihe wants« 
if thou dar'ft own that name. 

Val. The friend, my filler ! 
There's more than friendihip in a lover's bread. 
More warm, more tender is the flame he feels-^ 

Valeria. Alas,^hefe raptures fuit not her diftrefa : 
^he feeks th' indulgent friend, whofe fober ienfe. 
Free from the mifts of paflion, might dire^ 
Her jarring thoughts, and plead her doubtful caufe. 

Fai, Ami that friend ? O did ihe tarn her thought 
On me for that kind office f 

Valeria. Yes, Valerius. 
She cho^B you out to be her advocate 
To Curiatius ; 'tis the only hope 
She now dares cheri(h ; her relentleis brother . 
With fcorn reje^ her tears, her father flics hcr^ 
And only you remain to footh her care«» 
And fave her ere ihe Afiks. 
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VaL Her advocate ' 

To Curiatius ! 

Valeria. 'Tis Co him flie fends you. 
To urge her fuit, and win him from the £eld. 
£uc come ; her forrows will more ftrongly plead 
Than all my grief can utter. 

VaL To my rival 1 
To Curiatius plead her caufe^ and teach 
My tongue a lefTon which my heart abhors t 
Impoffible, Valeria ! prithee fay 
Thou faw'fl me sot ; the bufinefs of the camp 
Con fin'd me there ; farewell. [Goini. 

Valeria. What means my brother ? 
You cannot leave her now ; for fhame turn back; 
Js this the virtue of a Roman youth i 

by thefe tears ! 

Vol. T^hey flow-in vain, Valeria : 
Nay» and thou know'ft they do. O earth andhearen!*' 
This combat was the means my happier ftars 
Found out t($'/kve me from the brink of ruin ; 
And can I plead againft it, turn aiZaflin 
On my own lifef 

Valeria. Yet thou can'ft muVder her 
Thou doit pretend to love ; away, deceiver : 
I'll feek fome woBthier meffenger to plead 
In beauty's caufc ; but firll inform Horatia, 
How much Valerius is the friend fhe thought him. 

[Goini^. 

Vol. O heavens ! flay fider ; 'tis an arduous taik. 

Valeria, I know the talk is hard, and thought I knewr 
Thy virtue too. 

Val. 1 muil, I mud, I will obey thee. 

Lead on. Yet prithee, for a moment leave me, 

'Till I can recolledl my fcatter'd thoughts. 
And dare to be unhappy. 

Valeria. My Valerius! 

1 fly to tell her you but wait her pleafore. \Exit* 

VaL Yes, I will undertake this hatefnl office ; 
It never can fuccecd. Yet at this inftant 
It may be dangeroos, while the people mdt 
With fond compaffion. — No, it cannot be j 
His refol ution's £x'dj and virtuous pride 
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Forbids an alteraticn. To attempt it 

Makes her my friend , and may afford hereafter 

A thoufand tender hoars to more my foit. 

That hope determines all. [Exh. 

SCENE, Another apartmmU 

:Horatia and .Valeria. Horatia luitb a Jcarf in lur 
hand. ^ 

JUratia. Where is thy brother ? Wherefore ftays bt 
thus? 
Did you conjure him, did he fay he'd come ? 
1 have no brothers now^ and fly to him 
As my lad refuge. Did he feem averfe 
To thy intreaties? Are all brothers fo! 

* Alas, thou told'Il me he fpake kindly to thee.; 
' ''Tis me, 'tis me he ihuns ; I am the wretch 

* Whom virtue dares not make acquaintance with. 
' Yet fly to him again, intreat him hither, 

* Tell him for thy fake to have pity on me. 

* Thou art no enemy to Rome, thou haft 

* No Alban hufl)ana to claim half thy tears, 
' And make humanity a crime.' 

Valeria* Dear maid, 
Reftrain your forrows, I've already told yoa 
My brother will with tranfport execute 
Whatever you command. 

Horatia. O wherefore then 
It he away ? each moment now is precious ; 
If loft, 'tis loft for ever, and if gain'd. 
Long fcenes of lafting peace, and fmiling years 
Of h^pinefs unhop'd-for wait upon it. 

Valeria* I will again go feek him ; pray be calm ; 
Succcfs is thine if it depends on him. [Exit. 

Horatia, Succefs ! alas, perhaps ev'n now too late 
I labour to prcfcrve him ; the dread arm 
Of vengeance is already ttretch'd againft him. 
And he muft fall. Yet let me ftrive to favc him. 

Ye», thou dear pledge, defign'd for happier hours. 

The gilt of nuptial love, thou (halt at leait 

Eflay 
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Effay thy power. 

Oft as I fram'd the web. 
He fate befide me, and would fay in fport. 
This prcfent, which thy love de/igns for me. 
Shall be the future bond of peace betwixt us: 
By this we'll fwear a lading love, by this. 
Thro' the fweet round of all tur days to come, 
Aflc what thou wilt, and Cariatius grants it.-— 

I fhall try thee nearly now, dear youth ; 
Glory and I are rivals for thy heart. 
And one mull conquer. 

Enter Valerius ami Valeria. 

Fal, Save you, gracious lady ; 
On the firfl meifage which ray fifter fent me > 

1 had been here, but was oblig'd by office. 

Ere to their champions each reiignM her charge. 
To ratify the league 'cwixt Rome and Alba. 

Hwatia. Are they engagM then \ 

Fal, No, fiot yet engaged ; 
Soft pity for awhile fufpends the onfet | 
The iight of near relations, arm'd in fight 
Againil each other, touch'd the gazers hearts ; 
And fenators on each fide have propos'd 
To change the combatants. 

Horatia. My blelfings on them i 
Think, you they will fucceed ? 

VaL The chiefs themfelves 
Are refolute to fight. 

Horatia, Infatiate virtue ! 
I mud not to the field ; I am confinM 
A prifoner here ; or fure thefe tears would move . 
Their fiinty breads — Is Curiatius too 
Refov'd on death ? O Sir, forgive a maid. 
Who dares in fpite of modefty confefs 
Too foft a paflion. Will you pardon me. 
If I intreat you to the field again 
An humble fuitor from the vericft wretch. 
That ever knew diftrefs ? 

Vol. Dear lady, fpcak ; 
What would you I ihould do ? 

Horatia. O bear this to him. 

B 3 Vfl3L. 
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Fal. To whom? 

Horatia. To Curiatius bear this fcarf ? 
And tell hixn. If he ever truly Jov'd ; 
If all the vows he breath'd wer^ not falfe lures 
To catch th' unwary mind, — and fure they were not I 

tell him now he may with honour ceafe 
To urge his cruel right ; the fenacors 

Of Rome and Alba will approve fuch mildnefs. 
Tell him his Wife, if he will own that name, 
Intreats him from the field ; his loH Horatia 
Begs on her trembling knees he would not tempt 
A certain fate, and murder her he loves. 
Tell him if he confents, fhe fondly fwears. 
By every God the varying world adores, 
* ^^ this dear pledge of vow'd affedion fwears,' 
To know no brothers and no fire but him ; 
With him, if honour's harl^ commands require it. 
She'll wander forth, and feek fome diilant home. 
Nor ever think of Rome or Alba more. 

Vakria, Well, well,he will; do not torment thyfelf. 

Horatia, {Catching bold of the fcarf ^ ^bicb Jbi iQQkid 
' upon attentively njJhile Valeria^^i/.} 
Look here, Valeria, where my needle's art 
"(Has drawn a Sabine Virgin, drown^'d in tears 
Por her loft country, and forfaken friends ; 
While by her fide the youthful ravilher 
Looks ardent love, and charms her griefs away, 

1 am that maid diftrefs'd, divided fo 

'Tvvixt love and duty. But why rave I thus ! 

Halle, hafte, to Curiatius; and yet flay, 
Sure 1 have fomething more to fay to him; 
I know not what it was. 

Val Could I, fweet lady. 
But paint your grief with half the force I feel it, 
I need but tell it him, and he muil yield. 

Horatia it may be fo. Stay, ftay, be fure you tell 
him. 
If he rejects my fuit, no power on earth 
Shall force me to his arms ; I will devife— — 
I'll die and be reveng'd ! 

Valeria, Away, my brother ; 
'Bm oh for pity, do your office jnftly j [y(fide to Valerius. 
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Let not your paflion blind your reafoa now. 
But urge her caufe with ardor. 

Fal, ^y my foul 
I will, Valeria ; her diflrefs alarms me ; 
And I have now no intereft but hers. [Exit, 

* Faleria, Come, dearell maid, indulge not thus your 

' forrows : 

* Hope fmiles again, and the fad profpefl clears. 

* Who knows th' effect your meiTage may produce ? 

* The milder fenators ere this perhaps 

* Have mov'd your lover's mind j and H" he doubts, 

* He's yours.' 

Horatia, He's gone.— I had a thoufand thing?; 
And yet I'm glad he's gone. Think you, Valeria, 
Your brother will delay ; they may engage 
Before he reaches them. 

Valeria. The field's fo near. 
That a few minutes bring him to the place : 
And 'tis not probable the fenators 
So foon (hould yield a caufe of fo much juftict. 

* Horatia. Alas, they fhould have thought on that 

* before, 

* 'Tis now top late. The lion when he's rous'd 

* Mud have his prey, whofe den we might have pafs44 ^ 
•In fafety while he llept. To draw the fword, 
'And tire the youthful warrior's breaft to arms 

* With awful viiions of immortal fame, 
'And then to bid him (heath it, and forget 

* He ever hop'd for conqueft and renown i 

* Vain, vain atte.mpt ! 

* Valeria. Yet when that juft attempt 

* Is feconded by love, and beauty's tears 

* Lend their foft aid to melt the hero down ; 

* What may we not expeft ? 

* Horatia. My dear Valeria, 

' Fain would I hope I had the power to move him* 

* Valeria.^ Fear not Horatia ; fuccefs is your's already. 
Horatia, And yet (hould I fucceed, the hard-gaia'il 

ftrife 
May chance to rob me of my future peace* 
He may not always with the eves of love 
Look on that fondnefs which kas ftabb'd his fame. 

B 4 ^^ 
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He oiay regret too late the facrifice 

He made to love, and a fond woman's weakners> 

And think the milder joys of focial life 

But ill repay him for the mighty lofs 

Of patriot-repuration ! 

VaUfia, Pray forbear. 
And fearch not tbas into eventful time 
For ills to come. • This fatal temper, friend, 

• Alive to feel, and curious to explore 

• Each diftant objeA of refin'd diftrefs, 

' Shuts out all means of happinefs, nor leaves it 

• In fortune's power to fave you from deftruftion. 

• Like fome diftemper'd wretch, your wayward mind 

• Rejefts all nouri/hment, or turns to gall. 

« The stxy balm that ihould relieve its anguifti.*^ 
He will admire thy love, which^could perfuadc him 
To give up glory for the milder triumph 
Of heart-felt eafe and foft humanity. 

Horatia, I fain would hope fo. Yet we hear not of him. 
Your brother, much I fear, has fu'd in vain. 
Could we not fend to urge his flow exprefi ? 
This dread uncertainty 1 I long to know 
My life or death at once. 

* Valeria. The wings of love 

« Cannot fly fafter than my brother's zeal 
« Will bear him for your fervice. 

* Horatia, I believe it, * 

• Yet doubt it too. My fickly mind unites 
« Strange con traditions.' 

Valeria, Shall I to the walls? 
I may from thence with eafe furvey the field. 
And can difpatch a mefl!enger each moment 
To tell thee all goes well. 

Horatia. My bell Valeria ! 
Fly then, I know thy heart is there already. 
Thou art a Roman maid, and tho' thy friend (hip 
Detains thee here with one who fcarce deferves - 
That facred name, art anxious for thy country. 
But yet for charity think kindly of me; 
For thou flialt find by the event, Valeria, 
I am a Roman too, however wretched. [Exit Valeria. 
Ami SL Reman then I Ye powers I dare not 
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Refolve the fatal qocftion I propofe. 
If dying would fomce^ 1 were a Roman ; 
But to ftand up againft this dorm of palSons 
Tranfcends a woman's weaknefs. Hark« what noife !— - 
>Tis news from Curia tins ; Love« I thank thee ! 

Enter a Servant. . 

Well^ does he yield P didradl me not with filence : 
Say in one word. 

Ser*u. Your father— 

Hor. What of him? 
Would he not let him yield ? O cruel father I 

Sera/, Madam, he's here 

Her. Who! 

Ser*v. Borne by his attendants. 

Horatia. What mean'fl thou ? 

Horatius // led in by his fervants. 

Hor. Lead me yet a little onward ; 
1 ihall recover ftraight. 

Horatia, My gracious Sire ! 

Her. Lend me thy arm, Horatia.— So— my child. 
Be not fnrpriz'd; an old man muft expefi 
Thefe little ihocks of nature, they are hints 
To warn us of our end. ^ 

Horatia* How are you. Sir f 

iEfor. Better, much better. My frail body could not 
Support the fwelling tumult of my foul. 

Horatia. No accident I hop'd alarm'd you. Sir ! 
My brothers 

Hor. Here, go to the field again ; 
Vou Cautus and Vindicius ; and obferve 
Each circumilance ; I (hall be glad to hear 
The manner of the fight. 

Horatia. Are they engag'd ? 

Hor, [During this ffeech a /eruant gives a fafer to 
Horatia.] 
They are, Horatia ; but firft let me thank thee 
For flaying from the field ; I would have feen 
The fight myfelf, but this unlucky illnefs 
Has forc'd me to retire. Where is thy friend ? 
What paper's that ? Why doft tliou UtmVAt fc^ 

B 5 "^^^^ 
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Here let me open it.-^Prom Coriatias ! ^ 

Horatia. O keep me not in this fnfpence^ tny father ? 
Rebeve me from the rack. 

Her. He (dis thee here, 
H^ dstre nor da an action that would make him 
UnWorthy of thy love, and therefore — 

Horatia Dies ! 
Well, I am fatisfied. 

HQr. I fee by this 
Thou hail endeavour'd to perfuade thy lo^er 
To quit the combat. Could'il thou think, Horatia, 
He'a facrifice his country to a woman ? 

Horatia, I know not what I thought ; he proves too 
plainly. 
Whatever it was, I was deceived in him 
Whom I applied to. 

Hor. Do not. think io. Daughter ; 
Could he with honour have declin'd the fight, 
Ifhould myfelf have joinM in thy requeft. 
And forc*d him from the field. But think, myiihild. 
Had he con fen ted, and had Alba'scaufe, 
Supported by another arm, been baiflHed, 
"What then could'il thou expedl ? Would he not curfc 
His fooliih love, and hate thee for thy fondnefs ? 
Nay think, perhaps, 'twas artifice in thee 
To aggrandize thy race, and lift their fame 
Triumphant o'er his ruin and his country's. 
Think well on that, and reafon mufl convince thee. 

Horatia. [JFiUly.l Alas, had reafon ever yet the 
power 
To talk down grief, or bid the tortur'd wretch 
Not feel his anguiih ? 'tis impoiSble. 
Could reafon govern, I fhould now rejoice 
They were engag'd, and count the tedious moments 
'Till conqueft fniil'd, and Rome again was free. 
Could reafon govern, I ihould beg of heaven 
To guide my brother's fword, and plunge it deep 
Ev'n in the bofom of the man I love, 
I ihould forget he ever won my foul ; 
Forget 'twas your command that bade me love him ; 
Nay, Ay perhaps to yon detefled field, 
■And fpixm with fcorn hw m»t\£\^4 \io4^ It^tsime. 
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Hor. Why wilt thou talk thus ? Prithee be more 
calm : 
lean forgiye thy tears, they flow from nature. 
And could have gladly wifh'd the Alban (late 
Had found us other enemies tovanquifh. 
But heaven has wilPd it, and heaven's will be done I 
The glorious expeftation of fuccefs 
Buoys up my (bul, nor lets a thought intrude 
To dafh my promis'd joys. — What fteady valour 
Beam'd from their eyes ! Jtift fo, if fancy's power 
May^ form conjedture from his after-age, 
Rome's founder mufl have look'd, when warm in youth^ 
And fluih'd with future conqueft, forth he march'd 
Againd proud Acron, with whofe bleeding fpoils 
He grac'd the altar of Feretrian Jove. 
•^Methinks I feel recover'd ; I might venture 
Forth to the field again. What, he 1 Volfcinius, 
Attend me to the camp. 

Horatia. My deareft father. 
Let me intreat you ftay ^ the tumult there 
Will difcompofe you, and a quick relapfe 
May prove mod dangerous. Til reftrain my tears. 
If they offend you. 

Hor, Well, I'll be advis'd. 
'Twere now too late, ere this they muft have conquer'd ; 
— And here's the happy meflengcr of glory. 

Enter Valeria. 

Valeria, All's loft, all's ruin'd, freedom is no moref 

Hor. What doft thou fay } 

Valeria. That Rome's fubdu'd by Alba. 

Hor> It cannot be^ where are my fons ? all dead ? 

Valeria, Publius is ftill alive, the other two 
Have paid the fatal debt, they ow'd their country. 
, Hor. Publius alive ? you muft miftakc, Valeria ; 
He knows his duty better. 
He muft be dead, or Rome viftorions. 

Valeria. Thoufands as well as I beheld the combat ; 
After his brothers' death he ftood alone. 
And adled wonders againft three aftailants ; 
'Till forc'd at laft to fave himfelf by flight. 

B 6 ^^- 
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Here let me open it. — Prom Coriatias ! 

Horatia. O keep me not in this fofpencCj toy father ? 
Rebeve me from the rack. 

Her, He tells thee here. 
He dstre nor do an action that would make him 
UnWorthy of thy love, and therefore — 

Horatia Dies ! 
Well, I am fatisfied. 

Hqt. I fee by this 
Thou haft endeavourM to pcrfuadc thy loycr 
To quit the combat. Could'ft thou think, Horatia, 
He'd facrifice his country to a woman ? 

Horatia. I know not what I thought ; he proves too 
plainly, 
Whate'er it was, I was deceivM in him 
Whom I applied to. 

Hot. Do not. think io. Daughter ; 
Could he with honour have declined the fight, 
Ifhould myfelf have join'd in thy requeft. 
And forc*d him from the field. But think, my<!hi}d. 
Had he confented, and had Alba's caufe. 
Supported by another arm, been baffled. 
What then could'ft thou expedl ? Would he not Curfc 
His fooliih love, and hate thee for thy fondnefs ? 
Nay think, perhaps, 'twas artifice in thee 
To aggrandize thy race, and lift their fame 
Triumphant o'er his ruin and his country's. 
Think well on that, and reafon muft convince thee. 

Horatia* [PFMy,] Alas, had reafon ever yet the 
power 
To talk down grief, or bid the tortur'd wretch 
Not feel his anguifh ? 'tis impoflible. 
Could reafon govern, I fhould now rejoice 
They were engag'd, and count the tedious moments 
'Till conqueft fniil'd, and Rome again was free. 
Could reafon govern, 1 fhould beg of heaven 
To guide my brother's fword, and plunge it deep 
Ev'n in the bofom of the man I love, 
I fhould forget he ever won my foul ; 
Forget 'twas your command that bade me love him ; 
Nb/, Ay perhaps to yon detefled field. 
And fpurn with fcorn hw m»t\£\^4 \io4^ It^tsimc. 
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Hor. Why wilt thou talk thus ? Prithee be more 
calm : 
I can forgive thy tears, they flow from nature. 
And could have gladly wi(h'd the Alban (late 
Had found us other enemies tovanquifh. 
But heaven has wilPd it, and heaven's will be done ! 
The glorious expeftation of fuccefs 
Buoys up my foul, nor lets a thought intrude 
To da(h my promised joys. — What fteady valour 
Beam'd from their eyes ! Jtift fo, if fancy's power 
May form conjcdture from his after-age, 
Rome's founder muA have look'd, when warm in youth^ 
And Huih'd with future conqueft, forth he march'd 
Againd proud Acron, with whofe bleeding fpoils 
He grac'd the altar of Feretrian Jove. 
— Methinks I feel recover'd ; I might venture 
Forth to the field again. What, he ! Volfcinius, 
Attend me to the camp. 

Horatia. My deareft father. 
Let me intreat you ftay -^ the tumult there 
Will difcompofe you, and a quick relapfe 
May prove mod dangerous. I'll reftrain my tears. 
If they offend you. 

Hor. Well, Pll be advis'd. 
'Twere now too late, ere this they muft have conquer'd ; 
— And here's the happy mefTengcr of glory. 

Enter Valeria. 

Valeria, All's loft, all's ruin'd, freedom is no moref 

Hor, What doft thou fay ? 

Valeria. That Rome's fubdu'd by Alba. 

Hor. It cannot be-: where are my fons ? all dead ? 

Valeria, Publius is ftill alive, the other two 
Have paid the fatal debt. they ow'd their country. 

Hor, Publius alive ? you muft miftake, Valeria ; 
He knows his duty better. 
He mull be dead, or Rome viftorions. 

Valeria* Thoufands as well as I beheld the combat ; 
After his brothers' death he ftood alone. 
And a6ted wonders againft three aftailants ; 
'Till forc'd at laft to fave himfelf by flight. 
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36 THE ROMAN FATHER. 

H§r, By flight ? and did the foliers let him pafs ? 
O I am ill again i— *the coward villain ! 

[Tbrowuing bimjelf into his chair. 

Horatia, Alas, my brother&l 

Hor, Weep not for them, girl ; 
They've died a death which kings themfelves might 

envy. 
And whilft they liv'd they faw their country free. 
O had I periih'd with them ! But for him 
Whofe impious flight diihonours all his race^ 
Tears a fond father's hearty and tamely barters 
For poor precarious life his country's glory. 
Weep, weep for him, and let me join my tears ! 

Valeria, What could he do, my lord, when three op- 
posed him \ 

Hor, He might have died ! — O villain, villain, vil- 
lain I 
*— And he fliall die ; this arm ifiall facrifice 
The life he dar'd preferve with infamy. 

\Endea'vouring to rife. 
What means this weaknefs ? 'tis untimely now. 
When I ftiould punifti an ungrateful boy. 
Was this his boafted virtue which could charm 
His cheated fovereign, and brought tears of joy 
To my old eyes ? — fo young a hypocrite ! 

fhame, ihame, iliame ! 

Valeria. Have patience. Sir ; all R^me 
Beheld his valour, and approv'd his flight. 
Again fl fuch oppofition. 

Hor. Tell not me. 
What's Rome to me \ Rome may excnfe her traitor ; 
But I'm the guardian of my houfe's honour. 
And I will punifli. » Pray ye lead me forth, 

1 would have air.^ But grant mp ftrengih, kind gods. 
To do this aft of juftice, and I'll own, 

' Whate'er 'gainft Rome your awful will decree. 
Ye i^i are juft, and merciful to me ! \Ex9unt* 
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Hot. Why wilt thou talk thus ? Prithee be more 
calm : 
I can forgive thy tears, they flow from nature. 
And could have gladly wi(h'd the Alban (late 
Had found us other enemies tovanquifh. 
But heaven has wilPd it, and het^ven's will be done I 
The glorious expeftation of fuccefs 
Buoys up my (bul, nor lets a thought intrude 
To dafh my promised joys. — What fteady valour 
Beam'd from their eyes ! Jtift fo, if fancy's power 
May form con}edture from his after-age^ 
Rome^s founder mufl have look'd, when warm in youth^ 
And Huih'd with future conqueft, forth he march'd 
Againd proud Acron, with whofe bleeding fpoils 
He grac'd the altar of Feretrian Jove. 
•^Mcthinks I feel recovered ; I might venture 
Forth to the field again. What, he ! Volfcinius, 
Attend me to the camp. 

Horatia. My deareft father. 
Let me intrcat you ftay ^ the tumult there 
Will difcompofe you, and a quick relapfe 
May prove mod dangerous. Til reftrain my tears. 
If they offend you. 

Hor. Well, ril be advis'd. 
*Twere now too late, ere this they muft have conquerM ; 
— And here's the happy meflengcr of glory. 

Enter Valeria. 

Valeria, All's loft, all's ruin'd, freedom is no moref 

Hor. What doft thou fay ? 

Valeria. That Rome's fubdu'd by Alba. 

Hor. It cannot bei where are my fons ? all dead ? 

Valeria, Publius is ftill alive, the other two 
Have paid the fatal debt. they owM their country. 

Hor. Publius alive? you muft miftake, Valeria ; 
He knows his duty better. 
He mull be dead, or Rome vidlorions. 

Valeria. Thoufands as well as I beheld the combat ; 
After his brothers' death he ftood alone. 
And afted wonders againft three affailants ; 
'Till forc'd at laft to fave himfelf by flight. 

B 6 mr. 
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' Hot. 'Tis I alone, I find, muft punifli it/ 

Vol, Vengeance, my lord ) What fault has he com- 
mitted ? 

Hor, Why will you. double my confufion thus ? 
Is flight no fault ? 

FaL In fuch a caufe as his 

*Twas glorious. 

Hor, Glorious ! O rare fophiftry. 
To find d way through infamy to glory ! 

VaL I fcarce can truft my fenfes !— -Infamy I 
What, was it infamous to fave his country ? 
Is art a crime? Is it the name of flight 
We can't forgive, though its ador*d effcft 
Keftor'd us all to freedom, fame, and empire ? 

Hor. What fame, what freedom, who has fa?Nd his 
country ? 

VaL Your fon, my lord, has done it. 

Hor» How, when, where ? 

VaL Is't poffible f Did you not fay you knew ! 

Hor. I care not what I knew ; O tell me all. 
Is Rome ftill free f — has Alba? has my fon ?— > 
Tell me. 

FaL Your fon, my lord, has flain her champions* 

Hor. What, Publius? 

FaL Ay, Publius. 

Hor, O le^ me clafp thee to me 

Were there not three remaining ? 

FaL True, there were ! 
But wounded all. 

Hor. Your filler here had told us 
That Rome was vanqui(h*d, that my fon was fled — 

FaL And he did fly, but *twas that flight preferv'd U5» 
All Rome as well as (he has been deceiv'd. 

Hor. Let me again embrace thee. — Come, relate it. 
Did I not fay, Valeria, that my boy 
Muft needs be dead, or Rome viftorioas ? 
I long to hear the manner.— —Well, Valerius ? 

FaL Your other fons, my lord, had paid the debt 
They ow'd to Rome, and he alone remain'd 
'Gainfl: three opponents, whofe united ftrength, 
Tho' wounded each, and robb'd of half their force, . 
Was Rill too great for his. Awhile he ftood 
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Their fierce aflaults, and then pretended flight 
Only to tire his wounded adverfaries. 

Hor. Pretended flight, and this fucceeded^ ha 1 
O glorious boy I 

FaL *Twas better ftill, my lord ; 
For all purfuedy but not with equal fpeed. 
Each eager for the conqued prefs'd to reach him. 
Nor did the firft, till 'twas too late, perceive 
His fainter brothers panting far behind. 

Hor. He took them fingly then ? an eafy conqueft, 
*Twas boys play only. 

FaL Never did I fee 
Such univerfal joy, as when the lad 
Sunk on the ground beneath Horatius' fword ; 
Who (ttm'd awhile to parley as a friend, 
.And would have given him life, but Caius fcorn'd it. 

Faleria, Caius ! O poor Horatia ! 

Hor. Peace, I charge thee. 
Go, drefs thy face in fmiles, and bid thy friend 
Wake to new tranfports ; let ambition fire her; 
What is a lover loft ! * There's not a youth 

* In Rome but will adore her,* kings will feek 
For her alliance now, and mightieft chiefs 

Be honour'd by her fmiles. Will they not, youth ? 

[Exit Valeria. 

FaL Moft fare, my lord, this day has added worth 
To her, whofe merit was before unequall'd. 

Hor, How could I doubt his virtue ! — Mighty gods. 
This is true glory to preferve his country. 
And bid, by one brave a(5t, th*Horatian name 
In fame's eternal volumes be enroll'd. 
Methinks already I behold his triumph. 
Rome gazes on him like a fecond founder. 

* The wondVing eye of childhood views with awe 

* The new divinity, and trembling age 

* Crowds eager on to blefs him ere he dies !' 
Ere long, perhaps, they will raife altars to him. 
And eyen with hymns and facrifice adore 

The rirtuc I fufpcfted ! Gracious heav'n I 

Where is he f Let me fly, and at his feet 
Forget the father, and implore a pardon 
For loch iujailice/ 
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VaL • You may foon, my lord, 

* In hii embraces lofe the fond remembrance 

« Of your miftaken rage.' The king ere this 

Ha^ from the field difpatch'd him \ he but ilay'd 

Till he could fend hi^m home with fome flight honours 

Of fcatter'd wreaths, and grateful fongs of praife ; 

For till to-morrow he poftpones the pomp 

Of folemn thanks, and facrifice to heaven 

For liberty redorM. But hark ! that Ihout 

Whkh founds from far, and feems the mingled voice 

Of thoufands, fpeaks him onward on his way. 

Hor. How my heart dances ! Yet I blufli to meet 

him. 
Bat I will on. Come, come, Horatia, leave [Calling at 
Thy forrow far behind, and let us ^y th$ door. 

With open arms to greet our common glory. 

[Exit Horativs. 

Enter Horatia and Valeria, to Valerius. 

Horatia. Yes, I will go ; this father^s hard command 
Shall be obey'd, and I will meet the conqueror; 
But not in fmiles. 

Fal. O go not, gentle lady ; 
Might I advife — 

Valeria, Your griefs are yet too frefli. 
And may offend him ; do not, my Horatia. 

Fal. Indeed 'twere better to avoid his prefence. 
It will revive your forrows„ and recall——— 

Horatia. Sir, when I faw you lail I^as a woman. 
The fool of nature, a fond prey to grief. 
Made up of (ighs and tears. But now, my foul 
Difdains the very thought of what I was : 

* 'Tis grown too callous to be movM with toys:' 
Obferve me well ; am I not nobly chang'd ? 
Flow my fad eyes, or heaves my breaft one groan ? 
No, for I doubt no longer. 'Tis not grief, 

*Tis refolution now, and fix'd defpair. ^ 
Valeria. My dear Horatia, you flrike terrors through 
me; 
What dreadful purpofe haft thou form'di O fpeakl 
VaL Talk gently to her.— —Hear mc yet, fweet 
lady. 

You 
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Yoii muft not go ; whatever yoir refolvc. 
There is a fight will pierce you to the foul* 

Horatia, What fight ? 

Val, Alas, I fhould be glad to hide it; 
But it is • 

Horatia. What? 

VaL Your brother wears in triumph 
The very fcarf I bore to Curiatius. 

Horatia. [^lUly.] Ye gods, I thank ye ! 'tis with 
joy I hear it. 
If I fhould falter now, that fight would roujte 
My drooping rage, and fwell the tempefl louder. 

But foft; they may prevent me; my wild paffion 
Betrays my purpofe.—* '— I'll di^emble with' them. 

l^SheJiti ^o^H* 

VaL She foftens now. 

Valeria. How do you, my Horatia? 

Horatia* Alas, my friend, 'tis madnefi which t utc«r-» 
Since you perfuade me then, I will not gOi - 
But leave me to myfelf ; I would fit here | 
Alone in filent fadnefs pour my tears. 
And meditate on my unheard-of woes. 

Vol. \To Valeria.] 'Twere well to humour this. But 
may ihe not. 
If left alone, do outrage on herfelf ? 

Valtria. J have prevented that ; ihe has not near her 
One inftrument of death. 

Vei. Retire we then. 
But oh not far, for now I feel my foul 
Still more perplex'd with love. Whx) knows, Valeria, 
But, when this ilorm or^rief has \:^A^ its' £11, 
She may grow calm, and liften to my vows. 

[Exeunt Valerius and Valeria. 

j^/ter ajhort filence Horatia rifts and comes for*ward. 

Horatia. Yes, they are gone ; and now be firm my 
foul ! 
This way I can elude their fearch. The heart. 
Which doats like mine, mud break to be at eafe. 
Jud now I thought, had Curiatius liv'd, 
I could have driven him from my bread for ever. 
But death has canceU'd all mij wrongs at once. 

—They 
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—They were not wrongs ; 'twas virtue which undid us. 
And virtue (hall unite us in the grave. 
I heard chem fay^ as they departed hence, 
' That they had ro^b'd me of aU means of death. 
Vain thought ! they knew not half Horaiia's purpofe. 

Be refolute, my brother, let no weak 
Unmanly fondnefs mingle wiih thy virtue. 
And I will touch thee nearly. O come on, 
*Tis thou alone can give Horatia peace. [Exit^ 

SCENE, J Strtet of Romi. 

Chorus of Youths and Virgins finging and fcatteringbranchts 
of oak, floiverss &c. Then enters Horacius leaning om 
tbi arm of Publius Horatlus. 

Chorus.] Thus, for freedom nobly wont 

Rome her haliy tribute pours | 
And on one vidiorious fon 

Half exhaufts her blooming ftores. 

A Youth.] Scatter here the laurel crown. 
Emblem of immortal praifcf 
Wond'rous youth ! to thy renown 
Future time fhall altars raife* 

AViR GIN.] Scatter here the myrtle wreath, 

Tho* the bloodlefs viftor's due; 

Grateful thoufands fav'd from dcatk 

Shall devoce that wreath to you. 

A Youth.] Scatter here the oaken bough ; 
Ev'n for one averted fate 
We that civic meed beftow— 
He fav'd all who fav'd the flate. 

Hor, Thou doll forgive me then, my deareft boy* 
I cannot tell thee half my ectlafy. 
The day which gave thee firll to my glad hopes 
Was mifery to this— —I'm mad with tranfport ! 
Why are ye filent there ? again renew 
Your fongs of praife, and in a louder ilrain 
Pour forth your joy, and tell the^lift*ning fphercs 
That Komt is freed by mj Horatius' Hand. 
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Pub. Not more, my friends. rYou muft permit 

roe. Sir, 
To con trad id you here. Not but my foul. 
Like yours, is open to the charms of praife : 
There is ik> joy beyond it, when the, mind 
Of him who hears it can with honeil pride 
Confefs it jull, and liflen to its mufic. 
But now the toils i have fudain'd require 
Their interval of reft, and every fenfe 

Is deaf to pleafure. Let me leave you, friends; 

We're near our home, and would be private now : 
To-morrow we'll expedt your kind attendance 
To ihare our joys, and waft our thanks to heaven. 

[Ai I hey are going £^Horaiia rujhes in. 
Horatia. Where is the mighty chief? 
Hor, My daughter's voice I 
I bade her come ; fhe has forgot her forrows^ j 
And is again my child. 

Horatia, Is this the hero 
That tramples nature's ties, and nobly ibtrt 
Above the didates of humanity i 
Let me obferve him well. 
Pub. What means my fifter ? 
Horatia, Thy filler! I difclaim the impious title ; 
Bafe and inhuman ! Give me back my hnfband^ 
My life, my foul, my murder'd Curiatiui i 
Pub, H^perifti'd for his country. 
Horatia, Gracious gods, 
Was't not enough that thou had'll murder'd him, 
But thou muft triumph in thy guilt, and wear 
His bleeding fpoils ? — O let me tear them from thee» 
Drink the dear drops that iffu'd from his wounds. 
More dear to me than the whole tide that fwells 
With impious pride a hoflile brother's heart. 

Hor. Ami awake, or is it all illufion ! 
Was it for this thou cam'ft ? 

Pub, Horatia, hear me. 
Yet I am calm, and can forgive thy folly : 
Would I could caH it by no harfher name. 

But do not temtot me farther. Go, my fiftcr. 

Go hide thee from the world, nor let a RomslQ 
Know with wha\ infolcnce thou dat'& 9l\o>n 
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Thy infamy ; or what is more my ihame» 
How tamely 1 forgave it — Go» Horatia. 

Horatia, I will not go— What have I touch'^ thee 
theh? 
And canfl thou feel f— O think not thou (halt lofe 
Thy (hare of anguilh. I'll purfue thee ftill, 
' Urge thee all day with thy unnatural crimes, 
' Tear, harrow up thy bread \ and then at night' 
I'll be the fury that (hall haunt thy dreams ; 
Wake thee with (hr.ieks, and place before thy Hghc 
Thy mangled friends in all their pomp of horror. 

Puh, Away with her ; 'tis womani(h complaining. 
Think'fl thoivfach trifles can alarm the man 
Whofe nobleft paffion is his country's love ? 
— Let it be thine, and learn to bear afHi6tion9 

Htratia. Curfe on my country's love I the trick ye 
teach us 
To make us (laves beneath the maik of virtut % 
To rob us of each foft endearing fenfe, 
And violate the firift great law within Qi« 
I fcorn the impious paffion. 

Fuh, Have a care ; 
Thou'd touch'd a firing which may awake my ven- 
geance. 

Horatia, \Aftde.'\ Then it (hall do it, 

Fuh, O, if thou dar'il prophane 
That facred tie which winds about my heart. 
By heaven I fwear, by the great gods who rule 
The fate of empires, 'tis not this fond weaknefs 
Which hangs upon me, and retards my juftice. 
Nor even thy fex, which (hall proteft thee from me. 

. [Clapping bis hand on hisfworJ, 

Hor. Drag her away — thoul't make me curfe thee 

girl 

Indeed (he*s mad. [To Publius. 

Horatia* Stand off, I am not mad — 
Nay, draw thy fword ; I do defy thee murderer. 

Barbarian, Roman ! Mad ! the name of Rome 

Makes madmen of you all ; my curfes on it. 
* I dodeteil its impious policy.' 
Rife, rife ye Hates, (O that my voice could (ire 
Your jardy wrath !) confound its felfi(h greatnefs, 

R^ze 
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Raze its proud walls^ and lay its towers in aihes? 

Pub. I'll bear no more — [Lkrapjtng bis /word. 

Hor, Diflradlionl — force "her off — 

Horatia, [Struggling] Could I but prove the Helen 
to deflroy 
This curs'd unfocial ftate, I'd die with tranfport ; 
Gaze on the fpreading fires— -'till the lad pile 
Sunk in the blaze— then mingle with its ruins. 

Pub. Thou ihalt not live to that. 

Hor. Affift me, friends — 
Drag — tear her off — O Publius — O my fon— 
Spare, fpare a father ! [Theyfora her eff* 

Pub. \After a paufe.'] * Let her avoid me then.'— 
. My whole foul's mov'd. 
And Rome's immortal genius (lirs within me ! 
Yes, ye dread Powers, whofe everlafting fires 
Blaze on our altars, and whofe facred fhields^ 
From heaven defcending, guard imperial Rome, 
I feel, I feel your wrongs. For you I fought. 
For you I bear the fword.— ^Lead on ! my friends. \Exit, 

Uor. [Looking at bim as be goes out.] How dreadful, 
yet how lovely is his virtue ! [Going after him* 

£»/^r Valerius, and two or three fervants* 

Vol. [Stopping Horatius.J Saw you your daughter^ 
Sir? 

Hon Alas, Valerius, 
I yet ftand tremblin? on the brink of fate. 
And fcarce can think the dreadful moment pafl. 
She has been here, and with fuch impious outrage 
Aifail'd her brother, that our utmoft force 
Scarce fav'd her from his fword. 

* Fal, He could not fure 

• Attempt her life ! 
- Hor. He did. 

• Fal. A*nd could you bear 
' That fight, my lord ? 

' Hor. Valerius, aflc me not 

* What I could bear. I feel the torment ftill, 

' And dread to think what mifchiefs hadenfued 
' Had I like him been warm'd, and deaf tO nature.* 

Fal. But (he is fafe ? 

ff^r. Yes, from the fword ftie is 5 '^'•^ 
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But mad as the Cumaean maid (tkt raves. 
And pours inceCant curfes on her country. 
Mifguided girl ! 

* But I can bear my fate ; the hand of heaven 
' Chaftifes thus my infolence of joy ; 

' I were too happy elfe ! — Yet art perhaps 

* May give her eafe, your Mer will attend her.* 
I muft not fee her now ; Publius will think 
That I ncelcft him ; every pang I fee! 
Affronts his virtue, and each idle doubt 

Is treafon to the ftate his arm has fav'd. 

my divided heart ! [Exit* 
FmI. Publius will think ! 

Then 'tis in Rome, it feems, become a crime 

Ev'n for the fofter fcx to let their anguifh 

Tranfport cheir ibuls beyond the bounds of reafon* 

Our heroes would new- mould humanity ; 

And tie down madnefs to the pedant rules 

Of dull difcrction.— 'Dar'd attempt her life! 

Let me not think on that. I will avoid him, 

'Till I am calm again. — Go fome of you 

This way, fome that, and fearcb my filler out* 

Say^ if I meet her not, I (hall return 

And wait her here. — This violence of grief 

Cannot lad long ; and fuch a heart as hers. 

So form'd for pafHon, fo acceflible 

To tender pains, may learn once more to prove 

The pleafing tranfports of reviving love. [Exeu/u, 

ACT V. 

S C E N E, ih^ Street. 
Enter Valeria £Md a Servant, • 

^Valeria. [In diforder. 

REgard not me— Did you not fay, my brother 
Was here ? Where is he ? Yet I know not why 

1 wlf!ti him here, but that my burlUng heart 

1 \(^vj 
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May vent its gntfs, and find a refuge for them* 
Seru» Madam, my lord approaches. 

Enter V/alerius. 

Valeria. O Valerius, 
Horatia, poor Horatia's lofl for ever ; 
Her unrelenting brothtr-*- 

FaL Deareft fifter, 
Compofe your fears. She has efcap'd his rage ; 
But now I faw her father, and his care 
Has fav'd her from the blow, and begs your aid 
To footh her tortur'd mind. 

Valeria. What fays my brother ? 
How fav'd ! alas, too fure (he dies this moment. 
She had no father there ! thefe eyes beheld 
The fatal flroke, and thefe fad arms received her* 
Nor had I left her now but to obey 
Her own command, and by in treaties force 
Her cruel brother to her. 

VaU \With amazement.] When was this ? 
Where was it f— Say, Valeria — 

Valeria, When I left you 
To fcek fome different way our haplefs charge. 
Led by the noiie from ilreet to fireet I r&n, 
And came at lad where through the gather'd crowd 
I faw but could not reach her. Wild (he feem'd. 
Struggling with all that would oppofe her pailage. 
And trying every method to provoke 
Her brother's fury. With dire blafphemies. 
Which ihock'd my trembling foul, her tongue profan'A 
Each awful name, and not a god efcap'd 
Her imjurecating rage. 

Val^ Well, well, enough ; 
But come to him. 

Valeria, Silent awhile he flood. 
As tite dead calm before the thunder rolls. 
Nor anfwer'd to her rage : then, rous'd at once. 
As if foime infpiration touched his foul. 
His bpfom heav'd, he rais'd his eyes to heav'n. 
Then burfl in tears, and whlift he wept he drove 
The poniard to her heart, and thus he cried, 
Tiktts periih all ths enemies of R6m« I 
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VaL Thou feem'ft to plead his caufe. 

Valeria, Alas, my brother, 
I fpeak but wha^ 1 faw. 

FaL Where was her father ? 

Valeria. I know not^ but fome chance they {zy, de- 
tained him ; 
•He fcarce had left the crpwd, and thought her fafe. 

VaL Scarce left the crowds and thought her fafe ?— >- 
O gods, 
'Twas I, 'twas I de'tain'd him ; in that moment 
The horrid deed was done.— Where are they now ? 

Valeria. I hope with her. She fear'd fome fatal rio- 
lence. 
And therefore begg'd me to intreat them to her. 

VaL And have you feen them I Are they friends ? 

Valeria. O no, 
I found them high in wrath : The poor old maa« 
Torn with contending paffions, threatened oft 
Defirudtion on his fon ; who with difdain 
Laid bare his bread, and bade him flrike the blow. 
The patriot then took place, and he would wifli 
He never had a daughter. My approach 
Alarm'd them both ; but Publius foon refum'd 
His wonted firmnefs, bade her father go 
And mingle tears with hers» he would not fee her. 
Nor dar'd pollute his conquefl with her prefence. 
Hafl'thou no heart ? the father criedj and look'd 
Unutterable forrow ; at which fight 
He yielded, and obey'd. I left them then 

To feek you out. My brother, you regard not 

What I have faid. — ^You hear me not. 

VaL Valeria, 
Revenge is bufy here.— —Yes, thou proud chief. 
In fpite of all the glories which furround thee, 
I yet may crufli thy pride ! 

Valeria. You will not kill him ? 

VaL Kill him, Valeria ! — *Tis no common death 
Which he fhall die : I will have noble vengeance. 
The thought delights my foul ! [Gm«/. 

Valeria, What thought, my brother ? 
Nay tell me, or you go not. — Stay at leaft 
'Till you hear more.—I feel Horatia's wrongs 

Ag 
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As flrong as you.* ■■ fExit Valerius. 

/ He*s gone. Tbo^ my heart bleeds 
For my poor dying friend. I maft purfue him. 
His fatal rafiinefs may diftrefs her more. 
And bring frefli forrows on an aged Sire 
Opprefs*d too much already. [JTjr/V. 

SCENE, tf R9^m in Horatius'i Hcuji. 

Hontia on a ceuch, omJ AttinJants. 

Xbhiiia^ Ceafe, ceafe your cruel aid> ye (ball not faye 
me. 
My tttmoft wifti is deaths and I will have it* 

'£ff/ir Horatius ainf Pub]iu8» 

Yet let me thank you for this little life 
Y^ur art prolongs, ^ill I have made my peace^ 
And aik*d forgivenefs here. 

Hot. My child, my child! 

Horatia. What means this tendernefs ?«-t thought to 
fee you 
Inflam'd wjth rage againft a worthlefs wretch 
Who has diihonourM your iliuflrious race> 
A ad flain'd its brighteft fame. In pity look not 
Thus kindly on me. ' O behold me. Sir, 
' With that ftern afpe^ my wrong'd brother wears, 
' And I may then fupport this dreadful parting ;* 
For I have injur'd you. 

Her, Thou haft not, girl ; 
I faid 'twas madnefs ; but he would not hear me. 

Horatia, O wrong him not, his a6t was noble juflicr. 
I forc'd him to the deed : ' For know» my father, 

* It wai not madnefs, but the firm refult 

* Of fettled reafon, and deliberate thought.* 
I was refolvM on death ;— and witnefs, heaven, 
I'd not have died by any hand but his 
For the whole round of fame his worth (hall boaft 
Thro* future ages. — Nothing but this, my father. 
Could reconcile us ! I forgive him now 
The death of Curiatius ; this laft blow 
Has cancell'd that, and he's once moi^ xsci \»^>^^t« 

C Hw- 
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Hot. What haft thou faid i Wert thou fo bent oa 
death / ♦ ^ 
Was all thy rage difTembled ? 

Horatia. All, my father. 
All but my love was falfe ; what that infpir'd 
I utterM freely, * and ilill hate (he caufe 

* Which has undone us, tho' I know 'twas virtue/ 
But for the rdft, the curfes which I ponr'd 

On heav'n-defended Rome, were merely lures 
To tempc his rage, and perfed my deftrudion. 
' Heav'o ! with what tranfport I beheld him mov'd, 
' How my heart leap'd to meet the welcome p<HBtj 

* And leave its forrows there ! 

« Hor^ Unkind Horatia ! 

* Had'ft thou no pity on thy father's age ? 

' Could'ft thou to eafe thy griefs abandon his, 

* ^nd leave'^him childlefs ! 

• Horatia, Childlefs ?- gracious powers, 

* Can he be childlefs from whofe happy loins 

* Rome's great deliverer fprung, and flill furvivei 

* To blefs and cherifli him ? 

« Hor, He does indeed, 

* And I'm aftiam'd to think how I've neglefled him.-— 

* Forgive me, boy ; (he has unroan'd my virtue. 
< Yet can I fee her thus, and not remember 

* Her thoufand little tender arts, which footh'd 
« The cares of age; and led me gently through 
« The evening of my days ? 

' Horatia. Forget them. Sir; 
« They all are nothing now ; this laft dire adl 

* May jullly fViUt me from your bread forever. 

* Turn, turn to him ; there blooms the kind iiipport 

* Of your remaining life. What tho' he bends 

* His ftern regards on me, who have defenr'd them i 

* He is by nature gentle, mild, and loving, 

* Will greatly pity your deferted flate, 
' And pay a double duty. 

• Hor. Wherefore then 

* Would'fl thou provoke his rage, and make me look 
« With horror on him } 

' Horatia. 'Tis on me, not him, 

* That thou Ihould'il look with horror; 'twas my a6l, 
' Not his.'— 
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Hor. O foolifh nature, how it druggies here 
Againfl the force ofreafcn ! — Save me, boy. 
From the dire conflid. When I look this way» 

\To his /oh. 
*Tis reafon'fi triumph ; juftice fanflifies 
Paternal love, and glory crowns the whole. 
But when 1 turn to her, I feel my ftrength 
Again relapfe, and fcarce cafv blefs the hand % 
Which fav'd my country. 

Horatia. Then there's nought remains, 
But thus to let out life open again : ^ 

Thefe bleeding wounds rid you of the clog 

[Tearing off her bandagei^ 
Which keeps afFe6lion from its proper fphere, 
And (hackles coward virtue. — But forgive me ! 

Pub. My fifter, ftay ; I charge thee live, Horatia. 
O thou hall plantvd daggers here I 

Hwratia, My brother ! 
Can you forgive me, too? then I am happy, 

* I dar'd not hope for that.— Ye gentle ^'hoils 

* That rove Elyfium, hear the facred found 1 

* My father and my brother both forgive me ! 

* I have again their fanftion on my love.— * 

* O let me haften to thofe happier climes 

* Where unmolefted we may (hare our joys, 

* Nor Rome, nor^lba, ihall difturb us more ! 

Enter Valeria. [ In a fright. 

Valeria, O Sir, O my Horatia — yet thou livett. 
And may'ft recover all. 
. Hor* What mean you, lady ? 
Valeria, AH Rome, my lord, has-ta*en the alarm, and 
crowds 
Of citizens enrag*d arc pofting hither 
To call for juftice on Horatius' head. 

• Horatia. For what ? 

• Valeria. For thee.' 

Horatia. O heavens ! why numbers of thenj • 

Beheld his provocation. 

Valeria. True, they did ; v • 

But my unhappy brother. 1 1 \ 

Hor. Wh<t of him \ 

• Valeria. Alas he lov'd Horatia, atidlv^t I0& 

C z Vl^^ 
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« Hat iirg*d him to this frcnxy/ 

ar. « What of him?* 
Does he arraign my fon ? 

Valeria. He leaas the crowds 
And^ as he pleafes, fways their giddy minds ; 
' Planu the dire tale in all its pomp of fadncfSf 
' And wakes compaffion hy each varied art 
' Qf winning eloquence. Around the king 
' They prefs in thoufands $ his authority, 
' Tho' aided with iirid promifes of juftice, 
' Can ^arcely calm their agitated minds.* 
—But die (hall live, and all b^ hxII again. 

[Turw'ug tenderly ionjjanls Horatfa. 

H^ratia. O no, it cannot be—* deceiled parricide I 
' Coald'ft thou not die without the added guilt 
« Of murdering all thy race V — O Sir,— O brother ! 
Can ye behold me now, and not recall 
Your kind forgivenefs f— can ye ?-r»-will ye ?— fpeak ! 
—But do not curfe me. Sir ! 

• ——Yet why, my father, 
' Why fland you thus amaz'd i the laws are yours a 

* What right can they pretend, ungrateful men ? 
' Has not a Roman father power to take 

* The lives of all his children ?— He but aaed 

* By your command — O take the deed on you !' 
Fub. My filler day, and you« my father hear me» 

I'll end this ftrife, and die fince they require it. 
Heaven knows how willingly I 
But let not ignominy ftain my wreaths. 
Let me not &11 a public fpedacle, 
Dragg'd like a criminal to juilice. No, 
My father, fave me from that dreadful fcene, 
Auume that generous right the laws allow you. 
And take this forfeit life with honour from me. 

[Offering kim bii/*W9rdm. 

H»r. True, and it (hall be fo* Yes, yes, my children, 
We*H die together. 

Horatia. [Rifingfrom the couch.] Oh forbear, forbear ! 
« Was this pang wanting to compleat my fate !* 
Jn pity to yourklves, to the dear honour 
Of your unfpotted names! — O blind old man, 
Dar'ft thou lift up thy (acrilegious hand 

Againd 
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Againdthc chief, the god that favM thy country ? 

[J ftoi/e Hv it bout, 
Alas, they're here — * help, I die — O now, 

* My fjither, now exert thy utmoft force 

' With them, and (hew thyfelf indeed a Roman ; 

* Not with thy fword. 

' ift Citizen»'[lVitbout.'\ Wemuft not be denied. 

* 2d Cirizen, We will have juftice. 

* FaL We demand Horatius.' 

' Horatia, Would I could live ! — ^it will not be— 

Hor, My daughter I 

HoratUi. Regard not me— There, there employ thy 
power. 
'Tis my laft prayer — Valeria, I adjure thee 
By th6 juft gods, proclaim him innocent— 
They'll think my father partial— O remember. 
Remember, dear Valeria — brother — father! [£>///• 

« /V- She's gone, (he's dead 1' 

Pub, Then fate has done its worft. 
Where are thefe citizens ? \ ". . 

' Hor. Valeria, . ' 

* Publius, look there — look yonder— what a fight I 

* Is it for this we wi(h for length of days !— ; . 

* O my poor bleeding, boys, how mujch I envy 

* Your happier lot I \^Noi/e <w it bout. 

£«/^r Tnllus, Valerius, «»^ Citizens* 

Val, Seel fellow citizens, fee where (he lies 
The bleeding vidlim— ' ' 

TuL Stop, unmanner'd youth ! 
Think'ft thou we know not wherefore we are here ?— 
Seeft thou yon drooping Sire ? 

Hof, [Turning haflily tonuards ibtm.l Permit them. 

Sir. 
TuL * What can he mean f fome other time. Ho- * 
' ratius. 

* Hor. O no, this inftant, ...ft 

* I ft Citizen, He feems eager for it. /. 

* He (ides with us. '^ 

' Tul, Well, be it fo. I know not 
^ What he intends ; but if he meets my wiiKest ^ 

^ His Rrong unlabour*d eloquence of c,xvei 

C 3 ^'^^T 



54 THE ROMAN FATHER, 

* May raoTC then more this reafon'sTobtleft fisvce/ 
What would ye» Romans ? 

FaL Wc arc come, dread Sir, 
In the behalf of murdered innocencCy 
Mardered by him, the man-— 

H§r. Whofe conquering arm 
Has (av'd yon all from ruin. O ihame, fbame ! 
Has Rome no gratitude ? Do ye not blnfli 
Do think whom your infatiate rage purfues f 
Town* down, and worihip him. 

I ft Cittsam. Does he plead for him ? * 

2d Citixim. Does he rorgtve his daughter's death ^ 

Hfir. He does. 
And glories in it, glories in the thought 
That there's one Roman left who dares be grateful. 
If you af^e wrong'd, then what am I ? MuS 1 
fie taught my duty by th' affeded tears 
Of Grangers to my blood ? Had I been wrong'dj 
I know a Other's right, and had not afk'd 
This ready- talking Sir to bellow for me. 
And mouth my wrongs in Rome. 
, • f^ai. Friends, countrymen, 
' Regard him not, his griefs have hurt his rea(bn. 

* *Tis true that Publius has prefcrvM his country ; 

* But muft one glorious a£t exalt him quite 

* Beyond all laws, and give a boundlefs fcope 

* To his overweening cruelty i ere long 

* He'll claim a privilege to murder all 

« Who dareoppofe his will ; and when his fword 
' Has fpread with mangled carcafes your (Ireets, 

* He'll tell you, 'twas that fword which fav'd his country. 

* Hor. Injurious youth : That fword which favM hit 

country 

* Was never drawn but in his country's fervice. 

* Some of yon muft remember, you, I'm fure, 

' ^ervilius, you were there, and muft remember 

* With what dite curfes this unhappy girl— 

* I will not call her mine— >purfu'd us all, 
' And dar'd infult the m ajefty of Rome. 

* ift Citizen. Yes, yes, we all remember. 

* Hor. 'Twas for that, 

* For that be kiU'd her ; 'twas not him ftie iniur'd, 

" • Tvras 
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' 'Twas in yoar cinfe he kill'd her, not his ov^n ; 

• And mud he die for that ? if 'tis a crime 

• To vindicate your honour, he indeed 

• Has been moft guilty ; 'twas for that he fought. 

• For that he kill'd Kis friends the Curiatn j, * 

• If that's a crime, O let him die for that, 
' Not for his juftice on a guilty girl, 

' And he (hall fall contented. 
« Val. Guilty girl ? 

• How guilty ? madnefs has a privilege 

• To talk unpunilh'd, and was ne'crtill now 

• Arraign'd icverely. 

' Hor. Mad ? ihe was not mad ; 
' Believe me, friends, fhe own'd it ere Ae died, 
« Confefs'd (he did it to provoke his vengeance, 

• Deliberately guilty.* 
FaL Citizens. 

Friends, countrymen, regard notwhat he fays. 
Stop, ftop your ears, nor hear a^ frantic father 
Thus plead againft his child. 

Hor. He does belie me : 
What child have I ?— Alas, I have but one. 
And him ye would tear from me. 

Jll Citixens. Hear him, hear him ! 

Pub. No, let me fpeak.— Think'ft thou, ungenerous 
youth. 
To hurt my quiet ?— I am hurt beyond 
Thy power to harm me. Death's extremefl tortures 

Were happinefs to what I feel Yet know 

My injur'd honour bids me live, nay more. 
It bids me even defcend to plead for life. 

■ But wherefore wafte I words ? *Tis not to him. 
But you, my countrymen, to you I fpeak; 
He lov'd the maid. 

Citizins. How, iov'd her I 

J*ub. Fondly lov'd her, ^ 
And under (how of public judice fcreens • 

A private paflion, and a mean revenge. 

[Valerias y?#xRr/ confounded, and goes to bisfiAer^ 
Think ye I lov'd her not f high heav'n's my witncii 
How tenderly I lov'd her, and the pangs 
I feel this moment, could you fee xsci K^^n, 
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Would prove too plainly I am ftill her brotkcr. - 

* You'll fay I love him too. I giorj in it. 

* Bot 'lis not for mjiielf, mj dregs of Hfc 

' Will foon he fpent, 'ds for mj coontry's fenrice 
' I woaki prcferre her cham pica, 'T is not me 

* Whom yott ibould pity, 'tis yoarfclvcs, your wives* 
'' Your tender liitle ones ; tor moft of yoa 

' Are fathers too. O think, the time may come - 

* When yoQ again (hall want his fword, and find 
' Perhaps an hofliieearas deaf to mercy 

^ As I have foond' — ^Bnt I forget myfelf. 
You are al] Roman s» and what you decree. 
However hard, is joft, 

I ft Citizen. He (hall be faved.] 
Valerius has mifled as. 

Jll, Save him, favehim ! 

Hor. I thank you, friends. 

Vol. What mean ye, would ye favc 
A murderer from death ? — i'U not be held, \To hisjzjitr. 
It was no f rime to love her, I will fpeak. 
— If julHce moves you not', yet dread th* event. 
Fear ye not heav'n and the avenging gods ? — 
Who gave him up to (hame, and urg'd him on 
To ftain his conquefts with a lifter's blood ?— 

Pub, Away, away ; am I the firft whofe arm 
Was ftained with kindred blood ? and dar'ft thou talk 
In Rome thus idly / What's our founder then. 
If I'm a murderer? Heaven approved the death 
Of Remus, as deliberate as this. 

Tullus, Enough, enough! 
With reverence fpeak we of thofe mighty names 
Which ftand enroll'd above. All adts of blood 
Muft not be deem'd as murders, 'Tis the intent. 
And not the ailion, conftitutes the crime. 

* My friends, and fellow citizens, 1 praife 

* That zeal for juftice in you, which permits not 
' The blaze of fame, or gratitude itfelf 

* For adlions which might move inferior minds, 
' To blind or weaken itsdetermin'd force; 

* Though here perchance it err. Behold this youth, 

* So late your glory, with what confcious fhame 

* He fees himfelf reduc'd for one rafti a6t. 

The 
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* The crime of virtue, to folicit here 

* A life which he contemns. He lov'd the maid 

* With a fond brother's love ; and had he felt 
« No nobler pailion, ihe had (till furviv'd. 

* That nobler paflion was his love of you. 

< Say, (hail he die for that ? For 'tis to yoa 

* He inakes his lad appeal. 

* Or grant it were a crime, the worft of crimes, 
« Yoa might with ardor feize the happy power 

' Which fortune now allows you. Could you elfc 

* Have rais'd your gratitude to his defert ? 

* Fate feems to have found out this only means 

* By which you could reward him. Life for life 

* You may return him now ; for freedom, freedom.* 

I ft Citifun. We did declare him free, bat this Vale- 
rius 
Would interrupt our will. 

* ad Citiztm, Rome glories in him I* 

fW. * Or turn this way,* if yet a doubt remaint. 
Behold that virtuous father, who could boaft 
This very moro a numerous progeny. 
The dear fupports of his declining age ; 
Then read the fad reverfe with pitying eyes. 
And tell your confcious hearts they fell for yoa. 

Hot. I*m over-paid by that, nor claim I ought 
On their accounts ; for by high heaven I fwear 
I'd rather fee him added to the heap 
Than Rome enflav'd. 

* \9iCitizin. Q excellent Horatias. 

* 2d Citixin. O worthy father ! 
^ 3d Citiscen, Were he ten times guilty. 
The fon of fuch a (ire might pafs unpuni(h'd.* 

Tul. Then I pronounce him free. And now Ho- 
ratius 
The evening of thy fiormy day at laft 
Shall clofe in peace. ^ Here take him to thy breaft. 

Pub. Sir, father, friends,— What have you given me 
Life, and unblemilh'd honour, — for the laft 
My foul (hall blefs you even— But what power, 
O what kind God ftiall to this tortured breaft 
Refiore its wonted calm ?-<^Dear bleeding clayj-— 
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5^ THE ROMAN FATHER. 

Hf. My Ton, my conqaeror !— -'Twas a fatal firokr. 
But fhali not wound oar peace. This kind embrace 
Shall fpread a fweet oblivion o'er oor forrows. 
Or if in after-times, tho' 'tis not long 
That I (ball trouble you, fome fad remembrance 
Should fteal a figh, and peevifli age forget 
Its refolution^ only boldly fay 
Thou faved'ft the ftate,— and I'll in treat fbrgivenefs^ 

Tul. ' Valerius too mud be your friend again, 

* But that we leave to time. 1 he prefeot hour 

* Mnft be employed to expiate his offence. 

< Be that thy care, Horatius ; that the gods 

* May blefs to-morrow's rites, and gracious hear 

* Our hymns of praife for liberty reRor'd.* 
Learn hence, ye Romans, on how fare a bafe 
The Patriot builds his happinefs; no ilroke. 
No keeneft, deadlieft, (haft of adverfe fate 
Can make his generous bofom quite defpair,' 
But that alone by which his Country falls. 
Grief may to grief in endlefs round fucceed. 
And nature fuffer when our children bleed : 
Yet (lill fuperior mufl that Hero prove, 

Whofe firft, beft paffion is his COUNTRY'S LOVE. 
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EPILOGUE. 



J ADI t S, by me our courteous Juthor finds 

His compliments,to all his ftmale friends. 
And thanks them from his foul for e*verj bright 
Indulgent tear ivhich they han/e Jhed to-night* 
Sorro*w in virtue* s caufe proclaims a ftiind. 
And gives to beauty graces more refined, 
O ivho could bear the loveliejl form of art, 
A cherub* s face , nvithout a feeling heart ! 
*Tis there alone, luhate'ver charms ive boaft, 
Tho* men may flatter, and tho* men may toa/l, 
*Tis there alone they find thejoyfincere ; 
The lAjife, the parent, and the friend are there. 
All elfe, the verieft rakes themfelves muft own. 
Are but the paltry play-t kings of the tonvn; 
The painted clouds, luhich glittering tempt the chace. 
Then melt in air, and mock the vain embrace. 

Well then ; the private virtues, ^tis confeft. 
Are thefoft inmates of the female breaft. 
But then, they fill fo full that crovidedfpuce. 
That the poor public feldom finds a place. 
And IfufpeSl there^s many a fair one here. 
Who poured herforrows on Horatia'i bier ; 
Thatftill retains fo much offlejh and blood. 
She* d fairly hang the brother, if Jhe could. 

Why, Ladies, to be fur e, if that be all. 
At your tribunal be muft ft and or fall. 
Whatever bis country or his fire decreed, 
Tou are his judges now, and ic mufi (lead. 
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Lih$ibir cmlprit jtuthi, kg 'wantid grace. 
But C9uld ba'Vi ^9 filf'inttreft in tbt cafe. 
' Had fie been nvife, er miftrefs, or afriendp 
It nigbt bame anjweredjime convenient end: 
JBnt a mere Sifter ^ wbom be Uv'd^-^te taie 
Her life away^-'-'and/er bis Cenntty*ejabe ! 
Faitbt Ladies^ jon meejf pardme bim ; indnd 
Tbert^s 'very Utile fear tbe crinuJbonUffnad. I 

True Patriots arejha rare eunos^ tbe men^ 
And reallj migbf be uftful new and tbek. 
Tben do net cbeck. by y^ difafprebatien, ^ n 

Jifpirit wbicb migbt ruU tbe Britifh nation, V 

And fill migbt ruh^njueuU Ten butfet tbefafiiem 3 
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